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PR E F A © E 


H E enſuing epiſtolary poems contain a deſcription rather 

of paſſions than of incidents. They reſulted from an idea 
of it being poſſible to unite the impaſſion'd fondneſs of Pop xE's 
ELOISA, with the chaſter tenderneſs of PRioR's EMMA; 
avoiding the voluptuouſneſs of the firſt, and the too conceding 
ſoftneſs of the ſecond. It is hoped the Reader will diſtinguiſh 
between the apprehended poſſibility of exhibiting in verſe a more 
faultleſs female Character than the ELOISA of PoE, or the 
EMMA of PRI OR, and the raſh and vain deſign of equalling, 
much leſs of ſurpaſſing the tranſcendent poetic excellence of either 
of thoſe Compoſitions. | 


Tre LOUISA of the following pages has all that enthuſiaſm 
which ſprings from an heart warmly affectionate, joined to a glow- 
ing and pictureſque imagination. Her ſenſibilities, heightened, and 
refined in the boſom of Retirement, know no bounds, except thoſe 
which the dignity of conſcious Worth, and a ſtrong ſenſe of Religion 
preſcribe. It is feared the modern young Ladies will have little 
ſympathy with her, ſince ſhe is unfaſhionably enthufiaſtic, and un- 
faſhionably tender. | 


A ingenious Friend, after reading the firſt epiſtle, remarked, 

that LOUISA might have deſcribed with more intereſting par- 
ticularity her Lover's declaration of his paſſion, and the manner 
in which ſhe received that declaration; but the Author thought 
the preſent method of conveying that circumſtance to the mind of 
the Reader more poetic. Popz's E LOISA is minute in her deſ- 
cription of the awful Scenery, formed by the rocks, the ſtreams, and 
mountains of Paraclete, but by no means minute concerning the 
amorous eclaircifſement between herſelf and Abelard. LOUISA 
diſcriminates her Lover's early attentions to her, tho' ſhe leaves the 
manner of his declaring their ſource very much 'to the Imagination. 


B Her 


P R E F ACE. 


Her application of the beautiful ſcenic objects, by which ſhe. was at 

that interval ſurrounded, to her own, and to her Lover's fituation ; 
and the paſſing ſuddenly to their preſent altered appearance, contraſts 
the charms, and bloom of the firſt, with the chill drearineſs of the 
ſecond. There it was that the Author had in view that ftriking letter 
in the zd Vol. of the Nouvelle-Heloiſe, which deſcribes St. Preaux 
accompanying Mrs. Wolmar to the rocks of Meillerie, then covered 
with the richneſs of Summer-luxuriance ; and painting to her the 
fituation of that very Scene, when he had viſited it alone, amidſt the 


horrors of Winter, and found thoſe horrors congenial to the temper 
of his Soul. 


Tais Poem has little chance to be popular. A feeling Heart, 
and a fondneſs for Verſe muſt unite to render it intereſting. A feeling 
Heart without a glowing Imagination will be tired of the Landſcape- 
painting, ſomewhat luxuriantly interſperſed. An Imagination that 
_ glows, while the Heart is frozen, has a propenſity to fancy every thing 


proſaic which is not imagery, and will probably yawn over the reaſon- 
ing of theſe Lovers, and ficken over en tenderneſs. 


Ix, Fees this little Work hes hs een to intereſt and pleaſe 
the Few, in whom the kind and ſweet affections are blended with 
poetic taſte, the end for which it is publiſhed will be obtained. 


- Exceyr ſome light alterations, which have been made ſince the 
two firſt Editions, the hundred and fifty fix lines, with which the poem 
opens, were written when the Author was only nineteen. They had 
been miſlaid during a long interval. Tt is ſixteen months ſince they 
were accidentally recovered. Some few Friends, to whom the Frag- 
ment was ſhewn, thought it worth being extended into a regular 
Work. The fiſt; and third of theſe epiſtles are deſigned to be deſ- 
criptive, and ſentimental; the ſecond, and laſt, dramatic. 
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HER FRIEND IN THE EAST-INDIES. 
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H E E, EMMA, 1 Ae een years have ſeen 

Preſs, with thy penfive foot, Savannas' * \ 1 b 
Seen thee, with fond Affection's moiſten d gaze, 5 
And the low-warbled ſong of former days, 
Wind round the ſhadowy Rock, and ſhelving Glade, 
Where broad Bananas ftretch their grateful ſhade ; 5 
Bend o'er the Weſt thy longing eyes, and chide #7 
The tardy Breeze that fans th' unfreighted Tide. | : 

Now, as with filial care thy light ſtep roves, 
T hro' India's palmy plains, and ei * 
B 2 


. 
To bleſs thee, exil'd thus in Yoith's gay prime, 4 
May ſprightly Health reſiſt the torrid clime, 
Temper the ſickly blaſt, the fever d ray, 
And Peace, and Pleaſure, lead the ſhining Day 
vet, when thou know'ſt for me, that Sorrow ſhrouds 
Hope's cryſtal mirror with impervious clouds, 
The fighs, and tears, that tendereſt pity ſpeak, 
Shall ſwell thy breaſt, and chill thy glowing cheek ; 
X Since one have been our pleaſures, one our cares, 
From the firſt dawn of thoſe delicious years, 
What time, inſpir'd by joy's enlivening powers, 
We chas'd the gilded Inſe& thro' the bowers; 
And oh! I fondly tell my anxious heart, 


The deareſt truth experience can impart, 


That yet, to quench this ſympathy of ſoul, 


Time, and the world of waters, vainly roll. 


O'er this deep Glen, departing Autumn throws, 
With kind reverted glance, a ſhort repoſe, 


1 4 2 
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Fer yet ſhe leaves her ENGLANp“s fading ſcene, 
Where fickly yellow ſtains the vivid green, 
5 And 


r 
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And many an icy morn, and ſtormy gale 


Embrown the pathway of the winding vale. 


Now, while J ſeek the boſom of che Glade, 280 
And the thin ſhelter of th' impoveriſh'd Shade, 
Unequal ſteps, and riſing „„ f cle 


The thorny preſſure of tyrannic woe 1. 7 


And where th' incumbent Rock, with awful face, of] 
Bends o'er the fountain; gurgling from its baſe, + -- / 
And marks the limit of the ſilent _ ent 
Sadly I fit my boſom'd griefs to tell; 

Invoke thy Spirit, thoſe fond griefs to e 11 
And bid, alas! their furging tide be ſmootn. 


It will not be; — ſince here, with yearning thought, 


By weak, involuntary impulſe: brought, : 
Where Love and Memory bear refiſtleſs ſway, 


And all the weakneſs of the Soul betray! 
O ye known objects how ye ſtrike my heart 
And vain regrets, with keener force, impart ! | 


Slow 


L +] 
Slow, thro' the faded grove, - paſt Pleaſures glide, 
Or ſadly linger: by the fountain's fide.  - 


Dear, awful witneſs. of a broken yow, ' 
Steep Rock, how fternly frowns thy rugged brow ! . 
But, if the frequent blaſt ſhall bend thy n 0 4 
Clear at thy foot the cryſtal water ſhines | 
Tho' drizzling Clouds the miſty Mountains BY 
Yet the mild Sun-beam gilds the narrow Dale 
Tho vernal flow'rs this bank no more adorn, | 
Nor Summer's wild roſe bluſhes on its thorn, | 4 o 

Yet ſhelter d, moſſy, dry, and warm, it draws . 
The heedleſs roving ſtep to quiet pauſe. h 


Thus the pale Year, tho Nature's edicts _ 
Her ſtep to Winter's deſolating verge, 
Sedately paſſes to the drear domain, 
And breathes, een yet, ſoft comforts o'er the in 3 

But oh! for me, in Vouth's luxuriant glow, 


Hope's lovely florets wither as they blow! 


6 $474 


No grief my boſom at our parting knew, 

But that of bidding thee a long adieu; 

And the ſweet tears, that ſuch ſoft ſorrows bring, - 

Fall, as light rain-drops in the ſunny Spring; | 
For youthful Hope, ſubduing tender Fcar m. 

Bounds o'er: the gulf of interpoſing Years ; , 
While, thro' their courſe, her airy hands avert 
Misfortune's arrow from the Wanderer's heart. 


Soon then did Cheerfulneſs the morn illume, 8 ' 
And Peace deſcend with Evening's- grateful we: WY 
They ſaw my breaſt in that clear ſpirit gay, 
Which ſpeeds the ſocial hour ſo faſt away. 


1 
tron 


Now Expectation's fervaur roſe, to hail 
The youthful Maſter of this quiet Vale, 
My blooming Brother—from Oxonia's towers, 
Who ſought, with tender haſte, his native bowers. 
Twas Noon, and ripen'd Summer's fervid ray 
From cloudleſs Ether thed oppreſſive day. 
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As on this ſhady bank 1 ſat reclin d, 16 i 1 
My voice, that floated on the waving wind. 
Taught the ſoft echos of the neighboring plains 
Milton's ſweet lays, in Handel's matchleſs aum. 
Preſaging notes my lips unconſcious try, 
And murmur—“ * Hide me from Day's gariſh eye! 
Ah! bleſt, had Death beneath his fable ſhrine. | 
Hid me from all the woes that fince were mine | 


Beneath my trembling fingers lightly rung 
The Lyute's ſweet chords, reſponſive while I ſung, 
Faint in the yellow broom the Oxen lay, 
And the mute Birds fat languid on the ſpray ; 
And nought was heard, around the noon-tide bower, 
Save, that the mountain Bee, from flower to flower, 
'Seem'd to prolong, with her aſſiduous wing, 
The ſoft vibration of the tuneful ſtring; 
While the fierce Skies flam'd on the ſhrinking Rills, 
And ſultry Silence brooded o'er the Hills! 


As on my lip the lingering cadence play'd, 


My Brother gaily bounded down the glade, 


An enchanting Song of Handel's, from Milton's II Penſeroſo, 4 
And, 


E 
And, while my looks the fire of gladneſs dart, 


With ardor preſs'd me to his throbbing heart; 
Then to a graceful Stranger turn'd, whoſe feet, 


With ſteps leſs ſwift, my coyer welcome meet. * / 
Ober his fine form, and o'er his glowing face, 

Youth's ripen'd bloom had ſhed its richeſt grace; 

Tall as the Pine, amidſt inferior Tyees, 

With all the bending Ozier's pliant eaſe. | | | 
O'er his fair brow, the fairer for their ſhade, Zo 
Locks of the warmeſt brown luxuriant play c. 
Bluſhing he bows and gentle awe ſupplies 
Each flattering meaning to his downcaſt eyes; © 


Sweet, ſerious,” tender, thoſe blue eyes impart 


A thouſand dear ſenſations to the heart; 
Mild as the Evening Star whoſe ſhining ray 
Soft in th' unruffled Water ſeems toplepiftttc ©: il 
And when he ſpeaks—not Muſic's thrilling f £ 
No, not the vocal Miſtreſs of the bow'r, 
When flow ſhe warbles from the bloſſom'd we 
In liquid blandiſhment, her evening lay, 
Such ſoft infinuating ſweetneſs knows, 
As from that voice in melting accent flows 
C Yet 
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| LE 1 
Yet why, fond Memory | why, in tints ſo warm, 
Paint'ſt thou each beauty of that faultleſs Form? 
His ſpecious virtues ſurely might impart 
Excuſe more Juſt for this devoted heart. 
Oh! how each noble paſſion's ſeeming trace, : 
| Threw tranfient glories o'er his'youthful face 
How roſe, with ſudden impulſe, ſwift, and ſtrong, 
For ev'ry ſecret fraud, and open wrong 
Th' Oppreſſor acts, the Helpleſs feel, or fear, 
Diſdain's quick throb, and Pity's melting tear ! 
So well its part each ductile feature play d, 
of worth, ſuch firm, tho ſilent promiſe made, 
That to have doubted its well painted truth, 
Had been to want the primal grace of youth 
Credulity, that ſcorns, with gen' rous heat, 
Alike to practice, or ſuſpect deceit. 


Ceaſe, vain Regrets, excurſive Fancy ceaſe | 
Ye only wound afreſh my bleeding peace, 
And keep from gentle EuMA's anxious ear 
Th' event ſhe longs, yet kindly dreads, to hear; 
| Hog L But 
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But ah! nor ſingular, nor ſtrange the tale, 
My Siſter-Sufferers mourn in every vale; 
For gold, and dazzling ſtate, inceſſant prove, 
In Man' s hard heart, the Murderers of Love. 


While many a Sun me roſe, 
EuczNnio's lip no ſofter accent knows 
Than Friendſhip dictates - but diſorder'd praiſe, 


Scarce half expreſs d; the muſing ardent gaze 
The varying cheek; the frequent ſmother d W 


Reveal the latent meaning of his 8e 
Plain, and yet plainer ev'ry hour, declare 
The . TOY that languiſn _ F 


Theſe are the ail that 45 on due 8 wings 


Empurpling ev'ry flower that decks. the Spring; 
For when delicious Hope, with whiſper bland, 
Wakes the dear magic of her potent wand, 
More vivid colours paint the riſing Morn, | 
And clearer- cryſtal gems the filver thorn ; 
On more luxuriant ſhade the N oon-beam plays, 
And richer gold the Evening-Sun arrays; 
C 2 


Stars 


E 2 3} 


Stars ſeem to glitter with enamour'd fire, 
And ſhadowy Hills in ſtatelier grace aſpire ; 
More ſubtle ſweetneſs ſcents: the paſſing gales, 
And ſofter beauty decks the moon-light Vales ; 
All Nature ſmiles! nor &'en the jocund Day, 
When feſtal roſes ſtrew the bridal way, | 
Darts thro' the Virgin breaſt ſuch keen delight, 
As when ſoft Fears with gay Belief unite ; 

As Hope, ſweet, warm, ſeducing Hope inſpires, 
Which ſomewhat queſtions, what it moſt deſires; 
Reads latent meaning in a Lover's eye, 

Thrills at his glance, and trembles at his ſigh; 
As o'er the Frame diſorder'd tranſport pours, - 
When only leſs than Certainty is ours. 


At length, that roſy Certainty appears, 
With faithleſs promiſes of golden years, 
Here, by this fountain fide, ER x10 ſtrove 
To trace the tender progreſs of his love; 
Twas on the Evening of a ſplendid Day ;— 
Calm on the gilded grafs the fountain lay! 
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But oh | when doubt, in that dear moment, fled, 


A calm more funny o'er my boſom ſpread | 


As the gay Lark his laſt clear carol ſung, 
And on a ſlanting Sun-beam warbling hung, 
With ſweeter muſic trill'd the veſper lay, 
Than when he ſoar'd amid the blaze of Day; 
But yet a thouſand times more ſweet the ſound, 
In which my Soul its deareſt bleſſing found | 


Slow on the Sun had ſtol'n the failing Cloud, 
And drawn o'er his gay fires the purple ſhroud, 
Then roll'd away |—till, by no ſhade repreſt, 
Afar the ſetting Orb emblaz'd the Wet ; 
Lighted with arrowy beams the Ocean caves, 


And ſunk with ſplendor in the illumin'd waves 


Thus oft would Modeſty her bluſh employ, 


Coyly to veil the radiance of my joy; 
But from theſe eyes the ſun-bright gladneſs beam'd, 


And all the triumph of my boſom ftream'd | 


"Twas 


JW 


L 
Twas here, —e en here where now I fit reclined, 
And Winter's ſighs ſound hollow in the Wind; 
Loud, and more loud the blaſt of Evening raves, 
And ſtrips the Oaks of their laſt, lingering leaves; 
The eddying foliage in the tempeſt flies, 
And fills with duſkier gloom the thickning Skies. 
Red finks the Sun, behind the howling Hill, 


And ruſhes, with hoarſe ſtream, the mountain Rill, 


And now, with ruffling billow, cold, and pale, 
Runs, ſwoln, and daſhing, down the lonely Vale; 
While, to theſe tear-full eyes, Grief's faded form, 
Sits on the Cloud, and ſighs amid the Storm! 


Yet, dreary Vale | detain thy penſive Gueſt, 
Tho' drizzling fleet beats cold upon her breaſt! 
Io this fad Soul more welcome are thy glooms, 


Than Spring's green bowers, or Summer's gaudy blooms ; 


Nor aſks an Heart, that only breathes to figh, 
A warmer manſion, or a kinder Sky! 


And ſtill that deſtin'd Heart, ſo fond to mourn, 


And dwell on ſcenes, which never can return, 


Shrinks, 


Won” 
Shrinks, e'en as guilty boſoms ſhrink from ſhame, 
To join with Perfidy Evucznro's name; 
Feels its ſoft ſtreams in ev'ry pulſe recede 
From the pain'd mention of one barborous deed, 
That kills my hopes, like Eurus' fierce career 
On the bright foliage of the early year; 
Which turns, while premature its buds diſcloſe, 
To livid yellowneſs the damaſk Roſe. 


Thou fſee'ſt, my Emma with what fond delay bt 1 : 
Th' uuwilling Spirit loiters on her way; | 
Clings to paſt ſcenes that wore. gay;Summer's form; 

Clings to the wildneſs of the wintry Storm, 
To ſtop the ſad narration, e er it throw, 
Dark on my fate, the long, long night of Woe. 


Yet, O my Soul! reſume it, e'er the power. 
Of waſting Sickneſs brings the fever d Hour, 
That ſtops th' ill-guided pen in the weak hand, 
And ſhakes from Life's dim glaſs the ebbing ſand! 


Thou, 
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Thou, EM uA, wilt not blame my eaſy youth, 7 

That ſoon this Heart declar'd its tendereſt truth. 1 
Ah! could I dream he feign'd, whoſe glances warm i 

With ceaſeleſs ardor wander'd o'er my form ? 

And as gay ſmiles, and youthful graces fair, 

Shone in my eyes, and harmoniz'd my air, 

Not one unheeded paſs'd his eager gaze, 

His fervent, yet diſcriminating praiſe ; 

Tho' oft he ſwore, amid the fond ſurvey, 

The Mind they grac'd was lovelier far than they ; 

Proteſted oft, that Mind was form'd to ſhare 1 

Each high-ſoul'd purpoſe, and each virtuous care; 

Catch ev'ry new idea, as it roſe, | 
Partake his joys, and melt with all his woes; 

Falſe could I think that vow, whoſe ſtarting tear 


Sprung, the warm witneſs of a faith fancere ? 


Now dawn'd th' appointed, but unwelcome Day, | 
That. bore my deareſt Brother far away, | g 
Where foreign Climes might ſtore his ripening Vouth, | 
With Obſervation, Science, Taſte, and Truth. 
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The ſame ſad Day my lov' d EuGEzNnio ages 
Adieus impaſſion' d to his promis'd Bride; 1 


Yet often urg' d, inſpiring faithleſs eaſe, | 

That between us F ate ſpread no cruel Seas 3 

Alas! in his chang d Heart my eyes explore, (6491 
| Of Falſehood 8 waves, —a e 2 Shore! 


Where Thames expands with Freedom's 1 pride, 
Attractive Commerce calls him to her Tide; 4 
As with firm ſtep ſhe runs along the Strand, 
And points to the tall Ship, the diſtant Land. 
His riſing intereſts on the call attend, 0 5 . 
For with a Father's proſperous fate they Benn e 
Thus, with theſe intereſts, Duty's filial power 
Unites to tear him from Lo ufs A's bower; 
But parting Sorrows yield them to the force 
Of ſtrong Neceſſity's reſiſtleſs courſe, 
By generous Confidence when lull'd to reſt, 
That broods, on dove-like pinion, o er the breaſt; 
While, from kind letters, rays of joy pervade 5 14 
The gloomy moments of the love-ſick Maid; N 
1201 251 1% DC (T 
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And ch] how warm, who bright thoſe * glow d, 
What ardent Love, in melting language flow d, 
My deareſt Eu MA, thou wilt ne er explore; 


The brilliant Taliſmans are mine no more! 
Pride, Virgin-Pride, pronounc'd the ſtern beheſt, 
And tore the faithleſs Scriptures from my breaſt! 


Theo four ſweet months, to my delighted eyes 
Theſe precious tablets of my bliſs ariſe] vo 
At length, | dread Silence, —torturing Doubt, and Fear, 
Prompt the pang d figh—but check the ſofter tear; 
Thro' the lone Day, and lonelier Night, impart _ | 
«© The Hope deferr'd, that maketh ſick the Heart.” 
| Wiſh'd Morning comes !—and Hour ſucceeds to Hour! 
But ſtill, Suſpenſe, and Terror o'er me lower; 
Chace each conjecture kind, with fierce controul, 
Ana ſend their cruel Ong thro? my foul. 


Three tes win my - theokbing 10 80 . 
The wounding conflict of its various fears. 
While Rumour's voice inflames my grief, and pride, 
And * Evczn1o to a wealthier Bride. 


My 


| CPS 
My trembling hands, the fick ſuſpenſe. to cafe, 
From Day to Day the public records feizeiy» i 
While glances, rapid as the meteor's ray,, ͤ ĩ rn 
Eager amidſt the crouded columns ſtray; 
Snatch at ſad Certainty from buſy Famez 
Yet dread to meet my dear Eu NT Name. 


: 


Now glooms on the ſtainꝰd page the barbs! Truth, 


And blights- each blooming promiſe! of my youth! | - / 
Eu GENIO married: - Angwih; and Deſpair, 1 V 
In eviry pompous killing letter glare! GaT {ou S&H 
Thy Loves a Sacrifice tu gllit thy Pride l- ! 
Ah! what avail} the! riches: of: thy Bride gui sY 
Can they availy, remuarſcteſs. as: thou, art: 
To tear the png mae from 1 heart? 


"of 


Gold, > 8 90 —— Care, 4 
Or to the gun your gay reſplendenee wave, 
Can joys ſincere, ane hæurtꝗ felt tranſport: live - 
In ought ye purchaſe, on in ought» ye! give?! |. 
A Bliſs, to rival thoſe: thy avarice loſt,, t, 
Infolyent IX DIA ſhall but vainly . boaſt ! 


D 2 1 Was 


LF: 
Was it for thit my gentle Brother's heart 

Bore in our growing loves ſo warm a part * 

That ſoft Indulgence deck'd his open brows, 

That Smiles fraternal hail'd our mutual vows | 

And, as he kindly breath'd the parting ſigh, 

Love' 8 cryſtal fluid ruſhing to his eye, 
Was it for this our blooming Hopes he bleſt, 
1 Seiz d our twined hands, and claſp'd them to * man! 
= | Ah! (didihe know his lov'd Louis As fate; 
What Energy would nerve his riſing Hate * 4 
Haſte, my Lon kN Zo, to thy Siſter's aid! 
With thy ſwift vengeance be her wrongs repaid! | 
Ye riſing Winds, his wandering: Sails reſtore! 
Ye refluent Waters, bear him to the Shore 70 


And thou, vain Bride] enjoy the Meteor-ray, 
| The fancied ſun-beam of thy nuptial Day! 
N . Stern Fury waits, to quench its tranſient light, 
1 | "Ji deep, cnfinguid'd;\cvailaſting Nicht! 
© Bleed, Faithleſs, bleed |I—Lov1s a's Wrongs explor d, 
4 | Shall frown relentleſs on her Brother's ſword | 
= ; ; | 8 TE —Raſh, 
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— Raſh, loſt Lovts a |!—could'ft thou bear the ftrife ? 
Throw on a fatal chance thy Brother's life ? 

Or ſtretch, a victim to thy proud diſdain, 
Evctnto, pale, and bleeding, on the plain? 
Endure that from a boſom, once ſo dear, 
Convulſive pangs the trembling Life ſhould tear? 
Oh] ſhould'ſt thou, Certain of the cruel truth, 
Behold, in Fancy's eye, the ſlaughter d Youth, 
Could'ſt thou that lov'd, that lovely Form r 6 
And ſee it faded to inſenſate Clay? 

Eternal darkneſs on thoſe eye-lids hung? Yo 
Eternal ſilence Mien on that tongue? 

No! wildly, from the bare ſurmiſe, I an 

And treble fondneſs ruſhes thro my heart; 3 


Live live EuczNn1o |—free from fierce alarms, 

Bleſt, if thou can'ſt, een in my Rival's arms! ; 

O! ſafe, thro' lengthen d years, may'ſt thou remain 
From all the varied forms of deathful Pain! 

From injur'd Honor's unrelenting ire, 2 | 
The blaſt of Accident, the Fever's fire! f 
Soft may thoſe dangerous graces melt away; 
And gently ſink in ſcarce perceiv d decay 

For 
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For this my breaſſ its cureleſs woes ſhall hide, 
Nor ſting fraternal Love, nor generous Pride. 
Yes, dear LoRENZ Ol thou ſhalt ſtill believe, 
Tho' much the thought thy, gentle breaſt will grieve, 
- _ Lovisa, loſt to tenderneſs, and truth, 
In the vain levity. of thoughtleſs Youth, 
Prov'd to EyGENLo love a cold Ingrate, 
And ighths ſplepotic oy 4. het _ x 


1 'F | * — 
3. 5 


Cruel Fe bow halb aluge a9: by 
The yearning* pangs of thy inceſſant rage? | 
What balmy comfort, can the Heart pervade, 
When bitter teafs hig broken faith upbraid, EDU | 139 
Whoſe hand, we fondly hop'd, ſhould: wipe away: 
Their flowing ſorraws thro each future Day? 

Since in Reflection's graſp, each Bleſſing dies, 

When the fare'd; ſtruggling Spirit muſt deſpiſe | 

Him who, encircled with Perfection's zone, 

Long in our fight. ſcarce leſs than Angel ſhone. 
For if Credulity her warmth impart, 
With veils of. Light ſhe ſcreens the ſelfiſn Heart; 
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But barborous Perfidy's ſevere extreme, 
In ſhades n, ſhrouds each n beam. 


On the arch'd hs W's that dads * 
An high majeſtic Temple's awful face, 
When pours the ſetting Sun its darting rays, 
An hundred ſolar Orbs appear to blaze | 
But when th' incumbent ſhades of -lowering Night 
Curtain the ſource of this illuſive light, 
Its evaneſcent fires no more remain, 
But Horrors. gather round the darken'd Fane; 
The lofty Turrets, deſolately grand, 
In dreary ſtate, and lonely flence ſtand baud 
Thro' the dim Ailes pale Speares ſeem to fleet, | 
And hollow groans the whiſpering Walls repeat. 


80 round Evucenio's form, that riſes yet, 
Mid Pride's cold frown, and Paſſion's warm regret, . 
Depriv'd of all the luſtre it retain'd,. 
When gay Belief with ſunny hue remain'd, 
Inceſſant now the Fiends of avarice glide, 
With dark Ambition ſcowling at their ſide, 
Deteſted 
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Deteſted impotence of flatter d charms, 
That could not bind my Wanderer to my arms 
Ah! what avail'd your beauties, but to lure 
That fleeting Love, ye knew not to ſecure | 

Like opening flow'rs, that deck. the deſart Glade, | | 
Fair to no purpoſe, flatter'd: Graces fade |— 
One healing draught—and all ſhall yet be well! 
Peace is the pale-ey'd Siſter of the Cell, 
The cell of DEATH here Miſery only knows 
The ſoft exemption, —and the long repoſe. 


Ah no l—a guardian Spirit ſeems to ſay, 
« Stay thee, Louis 4, yet a little ſtay | 
« Awake not righteous Heaven's avenging Hate 
« By raſhly plunging in the waves of Fate 


c Tho? Time, for woes like thine, admits no cure, 


Vet learn its hardeſt leſſon, to endure! -- 


e Not long ſhall life her torturing ſenſe impart 
Of the barb'd ſhaft, that rankles in thy heart. 
Thou ſhalt not need to ſtain thy ſpotleſs Soul, 
Nor want th' enſanguin'd knife, th' envenom'd: bowl; 
\ | 60 Thy 
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Thy Soul's Belov'd,” by vain ambition fired, 
ce Deaf, as the Grave, to all that once inſpired, 
«© To Love's ſoft voice,—to Honor's awful plea, 
„Lives to another !—and is loſt to thee !” 
EuGENIO married Oh |—yon Village-bell, 
That flings on the cold Gale its mournful knell ! 
The ſolemn pauſe, — the loud repeated toll, 
Calling the pale Corſe to its darkſome goal, 
Not plainer there the tale of Death relate, 
Than theſe deteſted words pronounce my fate! 
EUGEN TO married, ſeals Lovis “s doom, 35 
Her ſure, tho lingering paſsport to the tomb! 


And thou, ſoft Mourner oer my boſom's ſmart! 
Friend of my Soul, and Siſter of my Heart! | 
A fallen Bloſſom while thy tears embalm, ENA 
Regrets that Fondneſs prompts, let F ondneſs . 3 
Since tho' this mortal Frame, Affection's ſlave, 

Waſtes by th' envenom'd wound that Falſehood gave, 
I ſtill poſſeſs, thus withering in my youth, 
The peace of Innocence, the pride of Truth; 
| E | My 
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| My Soul is conſcious of its heavenly Sire, 
The Cherub Faith has lent her wings of fire; 
Man, the baſe obje& of my ſcorn, it leaves, 


To join that gracious Power, that ne'er deceives ! 


When buſy Rumours to thy ear diſcloſe 
The long enfranchiſement of all my woes, 
oh let thy Mind's pure eye behold me ſoar 
Where Light, and Life from Springs unfailing pour | 
Mark the bright cirelets of th' eternal Morn, 
In radiant points, my ſmiling brows adorn |. 
By kindred Seraphs ſee thy Friend embraced, 
Not one ſlight thought on falſe EUGERNIO waſte.| 
Yet, tho' from Pain, and Grief for ever free, 
Throw back ſoft Pity's tender glance on thee | 
Smile at the human weakneſs of thy tears, | 
And long to welcome thee to HAPPIER SPHERES ! 


END OF THE FIRST EPISTLE. © + 
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TART not, dent B'ie th a, at an hapleſs name, 
Veil'd to thy ſenſe in perfidy and ſhame! 
Oh | deep indeed the miſts,” they long have fred, 
To Fancy's eye, round this devoted head | | 
While deeper ſtill the ſhades of anguiſh lower, | 
Drear as the Night upon the wintry Bower, | 
When bitter Winds howl fearful o'er the plains, 
And the bright Stars are quench'd amid the rains | | 
E 2 So 
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So quench'd each ſmiling Pleaſure's roſeate ray, 
That once illumin'd loſt EUGENIO's way 


But, e' er his tortur'd Soul's inceſſant ſtrife 
Burſt the dark capffines of diſaſtrous Life, 'H 
Given, or with-held, by EMMa's guardian hands, 
As her Friend's peace hereafter beſt demands, 
Will ſhe receive EuczNio's laſt requeſt, 5 
In faithful Aruſt for het Lovis e breaſt, | 
Hear his fad ſtory—that yet dares appear 
To claim her Juſtice; and implore her tear? 
If ſo, let now thy gentle heart incline 
To mourn the trials, and the pangs of mine! 
No. longer ſhalt thou think I baſely ſolde 
My peace, my liberty, my love, for gold̃ 
That gold did purchaſe them, we know too well, 
But Oh! no ſerdid ſacrifice they fell! 
Learn then thoſe dire Events, whoſe: tyrant ſway 
Forc'd me to throw joy's vital root away, 
Yield my Louis a to their ſtern controul, 
Gem of my youth] and day-ſtar of my foul | 
To 


„ 


To thee, ſo long accuſtom'd to diſcloſe 
Whate'er on Life the ſtrengthen d colour throws, | 
To thee Lovis 4 queſtionleſs appeal d; 
Reveal'd my vows, my broken faith reveal dd; 
Taught thee, thiro' ſcenes, now paſt and gone, to rove, 
And hate the mean apoſtate to his love. 

Veil'd by her native Groves, I left the Maid, 
And journied onward from that blooming Glade, | 
With eyes, full oft, reverted as" I paſs d, WR 
With many a look to Heaven in ſervor caſt, n 
To implore protection for Lovis a's: peace, 
Her health's dear ſafety, and our love's increaſe. 

E'er yet J joinꝰd the animated Train, 

Whoſe full-fraught Veſſels/ſeek the ports of Gain, 
To that domeſtic ſcene I bent my way 
Which far in * Deva s woodland mazes lay; 5 


„ The River Dina; celebrated by Milton, and cthertofichs Poets, riſes in Merioneth. 
ſhire, and flows thro' mountainous and beautiful ſcenery, ſtill, as it is ſaid, retaining its 
original name. In Cheſhire it aſſumes that of Dee, which led ſome of the Commentators 
on the firſt Edition of this Poem to ſuppoſe the Villa of Erneſto in that county; but the 
author meant to place it in Wales, on the banks of the Deva, before it changes its title 


bor one ſo much leſs harmonious, and waters a country more fertile, But much leſs lowly: 


A rural 
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A rural kind Retreat from all the cares, 
Which buſy Commerce for her Sons prepares. 
Tranſlucent Deva the green Valley laves, © 
And darkling Alders ſcreen her wandering waves, 
Till flow ſhe riſes from o'er-hanging Shades, 
| And, ſeen at diſtance, thro' the opening Glades, 
With bank leſs veil'd, and ſtreams that mildly ſhine, 
Leads round. the lonely Hills her ſilver line.” 


In that ſweet Dale, and by a Mountain's ſide, 
Whoſe ſheltering heights the angry North deride, 
Abode, ſo late, of Cheerfulneſs and Eaſe, 91 

White gleams the Manſion thro' the waving Trees! 
Tall are the Trees that whiſper, round its Walls, 
And ſoft the pathway down the Valley falls! 
Oh ! how each charm, that decks the quiet ſcene, IW 


Aſſum' d new grace, and wore a ſofter Ry ee 
Would lead TORRE to my native. bower | 


Twas there my gentle Parents often knew 
T he calm ſweet N ight, the Day that lightly flew : 


And 


US 

And there the heart-felt pleaſure gaily ſhew'd 
EuGzN1o's welcome to the green abode. 

A Father's elevating gladneſs proved 

How dear the preſence of the Son he loved. 
My gentle Mother, archly ſmiling, preſt 

The love-fick Wanderer to her honor'd breaſt ; 
For ſo ſhe fondly call'd her darling Youth, 

Yet lov'd his ardor, and approv'd his truth. 
My Sifters, fair, ingenuous, graceful Maids, 


Th' acknowledg'd pride of all the among Shades, 


Met me with bounding ſtep, and joyous mein, 
And rays of tranſport brightened all the ſcene. 


Nor wilt thou, mighty Love! upbraid my Heart, 
For bearing in their joys ſo warm a part; 

Since no ambition gloom'd my Father's brow, 

No thirſt of wealth reproach'd my plighted vow; 
He ſcorn'd to name Lovi $4a's want of gold, 

But gladly liſtened while her worth I: told. 

Pleas'd has he ſeen. her in this melting eye, 

Pleas'd with her name, half winner in a ſigh; 


Then 
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BY. 


Then would I graſp his hand, and ardent ſay, 


“Oft ſhall my Parents bleſs our bridal Day, 
cc Since from that Soul of ſweetneſs, they ſhall ſhare 
„A Daughter's tenderneſs, an Angel's care; 


For her's each Virtue, and each Grace refin'd, 
That breathe on Lovelineſs the glow of Mind, 


« And, with aſſiduous Duty's cheering pow'r, 


„ Strew Life's worn path with ev'ry filial flow'r.” 


One Eve, as on the ſhady bank I rode, 
Where thro' new Dales the beauteous Deva How d, 
Loitering I liſten to the Red-breaft clear, 

The laſt, lone Songſter of the waining Year. 
Light o'er the leaves ſweet Autumn breathes ſerene, 
And tips with gold their yet unfaded green. 
Now many a vapor grey the ſtream exhales, ; 


And Twilight fteals unheeded on the Vales; 


O' er the hill-top the lines of crimſon run, 

The. glowing raiments of the vaniſh'd Sun To 

Nor yet the deep ning ſhades of Night impede = 

My roving courſe, which penſive muſings lead, 
What 


4 
What time the * Moon of Ceres mildly throws 
Her ſhadowy grace, and breathes her ſoft repoſe 
O'er the dark Shrubs, that clothe the rocky Steeps, 


Shelve from their tops, and fringe the cryſtal Deeps ; _ 


While, as around thoſe Rocks the River glides, 
White moon-beams tremble in the glancing tides. 
Sudden, wild ſounds are borne along the gales! 
The piercing ſhriek my ſtartled ear aſſails! 
But ſcarce a moment, with check'd rein, I ſtand, 
Th' uplifted cane graſp'd ſternly in my hand, 
E'er bending forward o'er my eager Horſe, 
Urging, with needleſs ſpur, his rapid courſe, 
And plunging thro' the deep, oppoſing flood, 
I pierce the tangled mazes of the Wood. 
On fibrous Oaks, that roughen all the ground, 


| My Steed's fleet hoofs, with hollow noiſe, reſound ; 


And doubled by the echos from the caves, 
Appal a guilty band of deſperate Slaves; 

For ſoon, in ruthleſs, felon-gripe, I found 

A beauteous Female, ſcreaming on the ground; 
* Moon of Ceres, the Harveſt Moon, 


F a Dragg'd 
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Dragg d from her Horſe, that graz d unconſcious near, 


Her treſſes torn, and frantic with her fear. 
Two liveried Youths, attendant on the Maid, 
At the firſt onſet in that gloomy Glade, 
Had, or ſeduced by Gold, or wing'd by dread, 


From danger, and from duty, coward fled. 


Alarm' d, the Villains quit their ſtruggling Prey, 
And two, with terror ſtruck, ſpeed faſt away. 
Fiercer the third, the arm of blood extends; 


The levell'd tube, in dire direction, bends ! 


Yet no cold fear arreſts my vengeful force, 


And his wing'd death-ball flies with erring courſe; 


But not deſcends my nervous blow in vain, 
The hidden lead indents the Murderer's brain 
With one demoniac glance, as down he fell, 
The Soul ſtarts furious from its vital cell. 


Then tender pity, and aſſiduous care, 
Conduct me ſwiftly to the ſwooning Fair. 


The light, cool drops, ſcoop d from the neighbouring ſpring, 


O'er her pale brow ſolicitous I fling; 
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Till Life's warm tide, which long the Heart wen 
Returns, ſlow purpling the forſaken veins, * 


In one 4 ſigh, - W ie 
It wakens Gratitude's impetuous flame. 


« For more than Life,” exclaims the trembling Maid, 


«1 ſtand indebted to thy generous aid. 


« Ceaſe, Fair-One, oeaſe. well might this arm deſerve 
© That deadlieft Palfies wither ev'ry nerve. 
Had it refus'd the aid to thee it gave, 
© Or coward ſhunn'd the duty of the Brave ! 
© But let me now, fince danger haunts delay, 
© To fafer ſcenes my lovely Charge convey. - 

© Deep in yon vale, Exnzs To's modeſt Dome 
„Lifts its fair head—my tranquil, happy home! 
There ey 'ry welcome ſhall her ſteps receive, 
That hoſpitable affluence knows to give. | 


| This ſaid, her trembling Form; with anxious haſte, 
My twining arins on | Her light Courſer placed; 
F 2 8 Then, 
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Then, as emerging from the darkling Wood, 
Along the moon-bright Dales we flowly rode, 
Surpris'd his gorgeous trappings I behold, * 
The net of Silver, and the thongs of gold; 
While all the veſtments of the lovely Dame 
The pride of elevated rank proclaim. 
The coſtly lace had golden leaves impreſt 
Light on the borders of the pearly veſt ; 
Her taper waiſt the broider'd zone entwines, 
Claſp'd by a Gem, the boaſt of Orient Mines ; 
On as we paſs, on ev'ry fide it gleams, 


And to the Moon, in trembling luſtre, ſtreams | 


Dear E M a, that the ſplendid garb could gain, 
E'en in an hour exempt from grief and pain 
Th' attentive gaze, proves my devoted heart 
From eyes ſo bright met no reſiſtleſs dart; 

For when the Maid Love's potent ceſtus wears, 


The jealous God no glance dividual bears. 


Ah! in thoſe halcyon days, a Mind at eaſe 
Empower d light things to intereſt, and to pleaſe 
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That 


Within ExxzsTo's hoſpitable gates, 
Alarm'd at my delay, Affection waits 
But as I lead the bright diſtinguiſhid Maid, 


Explain her danger, and my proſperous aid, 
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That Memory ſhould their faded tints relume, 

When Deprivation's deepeſt ſhadows, gloom, 
Perhaps ſeems ſtrange |—but now, that full, and free, 
My long impriſon'd Spirit ſprings to thee, 
Friend of my Love! to whom I dare reveal 
All that my Soul has felt, or knows to feel, 
So ſoften'd ſeem th' aſperities of Grief, 

My Senſes anchor on the kind relief "RO 
With trivial circumſtance- retard the pen, 
E'er languid Solitude ſhall lower again; 

For oh | when loſt in woes of lengthen'd date, 
Alone we'ye lean'd upon the thorn; of Fate, 
Seeking, at laſt, : the kind aſſuaſive reſt, #77)! 
Found only on Compaſſion's downy breaſt, 
We feel, as ſoft th' imparted Sorrows flaw, 
Almoſt diſcharg'd the bitterneſs of Woe. 


The 
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The dear Inhabitants around her move, 


With deep reſpect, kind care, and generous love. 


And ſoon we learn, our peaceful walls contain 
The ſplendid Heireſs of a vaſt Domain, 
EMIRA, ſhe, whoſe wealth, and charms inſpire,  ' 


The croud of titled Youth with amorous fire; 


While Rumour paints her, midſt th mms Train, 
'Tho' frolic, inſolent; tho' haughty, vain. 
But to our eyes, theſe wild and wandering fires 


Are ſcreen d by riſing Hopes, and gay Deſires; 


For ſtill, the parting Hour with care delay'd, 
EIA A loiters in ExxzsTo's ſhade; 
The noon-tide Sun, the Evening's ſofter ray 
Beholds the Fair-One thro the Valley ſtray ; 
Thus, on MarII pA leaning, fondly own 


Her Heart's new choice in Paſſion's warmeſt tone. 


« Loſt to the World, for ever could I dwell 
* Evcen1o's Siſter. 


* Renounce 
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E 
te Renounce each vain, tho once ador'd delight, 
That diſſipates the Day, or gilds the Night; 
« That can each gay ſedueing art employ, 
To flatter Beauty, and inſpirit Joy.” 


Thus the proud Maid, of all her ſcorn diſarm'd, 
By ſtrange, and partial preference ſtrongly charm Wt 
Feels a new Eden ſteal upon the bowers, 
And chides with fighs the ſwiftly fleeting Hours ; 
Still at the cheerful Board, or as ſhe raves; 
Along the Plain, or lingers in the Groves, 

Each glowing wiſh, from new-borg Paſſion ſprung, 
Each ſoft diſorder, on her eye-lids hung, 


At my approach reveal, tho' much in vain, 

What words are little wanted to explain; 
Vain | had I never ſeen the matchleſs grace, 
The touching ſweetneſs of Louis as face; 
Where from each feature beams, or mildly plays, 
Refined intelligence, with varying rays; 
Where native dignity, with air ſerene, _ 
Conſcious, not arrogant, adorns her mein; 


[©] 

While from thoſe eyes, in ſcorn-of artful wiles, 
The tender ſpotleſs Soul looks out, and ſmiles — 
Theſe unbeheld, yet ſtill Emrra's charms 

Had ne'er allur'd EuGEEN 10 to her arms; 
For oh! the fever'd languor of the eye, 

The reſtleſs bluſhes, the voluptuous figh, 

Th' impatient haughtineſs, but half conceal'd, 
The rage of pleaſure in each glance reveal'd, 
Tho' in youth's fervid hours, perchance they fire 
The kindling ardours of unaw'd Deſire, 

| Quench, while the tranſient flames their force impart, 
The torch of Paſſion, cer it reach the Heart, 


'Twas thus the youthful Ithacan ſurvey'd 
The Goddeſs Nymph, benearh her magic Shade ; 
While Eucharis' mild beauties foil'd the ſway 
| Of charms, that deck'd the Daughter of the Day; 
By Love protected, when the Princely Boy 
Beheld the Dame her wonted lures employ ; 

Saw her fine Form, by all the Graces dreſt, 
The glowing purple of the floating veſt, 
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And on her blooming cheek the treſſes bright, 
That play'd in wavy wreaths of golden light, 
Or on her ſnowy boſom, ſhining fell, Pint) 


Like a warm Sun-beam on a Lilly's bell. 


Not more EMina's charms my Soul engage, 
The fair Calypſo of a ſenſual age; 
And than licentious Beauty leſs, the ſtores 
That ſplendid Fortune on EMIRA pours ; 
Or the proud boaſt of lineal Blood, allied 
To Rank, and Pow'r, could wake that ſenſeleſs Pride, 
Which quenches the ſoft warmth that Love inſpires, 
And lights the nuptial torch with rayleſs fires; 77 


To ſave the Fair-One from the thorny ſmart 
Of hopeleſs Paſſion, rankling in her heart, 
I urge my gentle Siſters to reveal! 
All my charm'd ſenſes for Lovisa feel; 
The worth, the graces, which around her wait, 


And all the ſmiling proſpect of our fate. 


G miu 
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E MIR A likens with impaſſion'd ſcorn, 

Of wounded Pride, and rival Anger born. 
Unwiſh'd, unwelcome, as the theme aroſe, 
Her clouded cheek in deep ſuffuſion glows, 
Proudly exclaiming,—** Can EuceNnio prove 

« Cold, and obdurate to my laviſh Love? 

Has Beauty's magic zone my boſom bound, 

5 Does Rank exalt me, and has Fortune crown'd, 

{© That faint attractions in a Village Maid 

46 Should ſhield the Paſſions which theſe eyes 55 ? 
{© Impoſlible but oh | thy lips impart | 

«© The ſting of jealouſy, that goads my heart. 

© MaTiLDa, all my waking dreams divine 

ee Thy charming Brother ſhall at length be mine] 

« This groveling flame was but ordain'd to prove 

« Thy Friend's wiſh'd triumph at the ſhrine of Love, 
« And by compariſon of brighter charms, 

To light EuG@eynio to EMira's arms,” 


Thus, while felf-flatt'ring Pride her Mind aſſures, 
The artful Fair-One ſpreads her varied lures; 


Sometimes, 


1 
Sometimes, with archneſs laughing in her eyes, 
Hangs on my arm, and ridicules my fighs ; 
And oft with coyer tenderneſs appears, 
While Love's warm glances ſteal thro' ſhining tears; 
Now, with arch'd brow, and ſupercilious ſtare, 
Affects the empreſs-dignity of air; | 
And now, as reaſoning with a wayward Heart, 
In trances, broken by the frequent ſtart, 
With pauſing ſtep ſhe wanders thro' the Grove, 
A female Proteus in the wiles of Love! 


To. muſe at leiſure on my lovely Maid, 

And woo her image in the lonely Glade, 

Where no EMIRA, by the rigid laws 

Politeneſs dictates, my attention draws, 

Far in the Wilds I wander thro' the Day, 1 

And to a lowly Cot at midnight ſtray ; , 

There taſte the ſweetneſs of that deep repoſe, - 

Which from applauding Conſcience gently flows, 
When Health, and Hope their downy pinions ſpread, 
And ſcatter roſes on the youthful bed. 


G 2 Light 
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Light with the Dawn diſperſe my tender dreams; 

And now the Sun looks golden on the ſtreams |— 

O Morn ! the laſt for me that gaily role, 

On Memory's tablet fill thy beauty glows. ; 

Charm'd, as I wander'd thro' the dewy Vale, 

And drank the ſpirit of the Mountain-gale, 

How little did my unconſcious heart divine, 


The joys thou _r '{t ſhould ne'er _ be mine | 


On as I rov'd along the tr Glades, 
A Youth in haſte the ſylvan Copſe pervades ! 
Says, his commiſſion inſtantly recalls 
My devious ſtep to the paternal walls. 
Upon the ruſtic countenance appears 
A fix d ſolemnity, that wakes my fears. — 
« Oh! is all well?“ -with breathleſs haſte I cry, 
„Thy Friends are well,” —his faltering lips reply; 
Then dread, leſt fad intelligence invade 
The precious quiet -of my native Shade, 
Sickens my heart; —and ſwiftly as 1 go, 
From my pale lip diſorder d accents flow ; | 
Each 
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Each moment, for Lovisa's Life, ariſe 


Prayers, that implore the mercies of the Skies. 


And now my quick, unequal ſteps are led, 
A Day of gladneſs where they us'd to ſpread ; 


But ah! no filver tones Eu dE NI O call! 


No bounding foot · ſtep meets me in the hall! 


Suſpenſe, with all its heavy heart-ach, teems, 


And palpable the ſolemn ſtillneſs ſeems! 


So, when returning from the well-fought plain, : 
As near thy Caſtle-walls thou led'ſt thy Train, 
O * Hardiknute ! ſuch pangs as theſe oppreſt, 


In Hope's warm hour, thy brave, and veteran breaſt. 


Along the midnight glooms, that thick impend, 
While howls the Storm, the beating Rains deſcend, 


Thou ſee'ſt no Guard upon thy turrets height, 


| Whoſe ſtreaming torches us'd to gild the night 


Black, as a mourning weed, they filent ſtand, - 
And daunt the ſtouteſt heart in Scotia's Land ! 
* See the admired ſcotch fragment, HARDIKNUTE, in Percy's collection of ancient poetry. 
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Appall'd, like him, I felt the ſtillneſs on 4 
Eager to learn not daring, to enquire, WT 
As one transfix'd, a few dread minutes wait, 


While filent Horror ſhrouds impending Fate! 


* 
N F 


My Father enter d with a cheek how pale 
And oh!] that look |—it told an awful tale! 
was mournful !—ſupplicating |-— Heavenly Powers 
In that dim gaze how deep an anguiſh lowers'} 
« Lovisal lives ſhe?” —dreading the reply, 
My Soul hung trembling in my ſtraining eye. 
J en ror) Htow-9[31,7 4: :: 
9 My don, the fweet L. os A lives, —and knows, 
© I hope, the peace that Innocence beſtows; 
% Oh!] may. it long be her's |but now remains 
A taſte for me, replete with ſharpeſt pains ! 
6 Euczn10|—Pennry's dire blaſts afſail, - 
And Hope is frozen in the bitter gale! 
© Yes, —BEL Mons has deceiv'd my boundleſs truſt, 
To Friendſhip treacherous, and to Faith unjuſt} ' 
« Unhappy Hour, when Confidence intire 
6c Lur'd me to follow that miſleading fire, 


a 


© Thoſe 


( 4s ] 
ce Thoſe gay commercial viſions, falſe, and vain, 
« The: glittering meteors of his artful brain 
Too well be knew no genuine light they gave, 
my And now they ſink in Ruin's whelming wave! 
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«© Oh! great, ales numberleſs the Ills, that ſpread 


© Their mingled horrors round this aged head | 


e The pang of ſeeing thy ſweet: Siſters, born 


« To faireſt hopes, from eaſe, and affluence torn } | 


% Expos'd to all thoſe guileful ſnares, that wait 
The beauteous Indigent's diſaſtrous fate! 


« Ills, whoſe bare dread Father's! boſom tears, 


“And blends with agony his anxious care. 


cc Thy dearer Mother l' Here he turn d his head 
And pauſing wept ; —at length reſuming, ſaid, 
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_ « Theſe hovering woes, that Oer our houſe impend, 


„Thou, my dear Son, eier their dread weight deſoend;” 
© Thou canſt avert but oh | at what a price! i] 


« Perſuaſion ſhall not urge nor prayers intice, 
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1 46 ] 
« Two hours e'er thy return, Emira found 
Thy Siſters eyes in ſtreaming torrents drown'd ; 
« Learn'd, from their trembling lips, the cruel Cauſe, 
„Which the dark cloud of conſternation draws 
„Wide o'er my Roof—that yeſterday ſurvey'd, 
<« Domeſtic Comfort's fair, and favorite ſhade. ' 


« We know that Fortune on EMITRA pours 
Her golden treaſures in unſtinted ſhowers.— 
«Eucrniol—ſhe ſtands ready to replace 
Thy Father's comforts on a laſting baſe 
« Reſcue his falling Fame l the numbers ſave, 
ce Whoſe hopes in his deſtruction find a grave; 
« And light, while Woe's dark cloud her wealth removes, 
e Toy's living ſpark in many an eye he loves | 
<< But at the price Great God |—thy Father's fears 
e Shrink from the ſound, and whelm it with his tears! 
« By ſharp Diſtreſs at laſt to name it driven |— - | 
« Thy hand to her, —e en at the GEAR given — 
Alas! th' impoſſibility een now 


% Glooms in the e . the horror of thy brow |— 
Oh! 
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Perhaps I dare to hope een this from thee, 


* 
« Oh! for my/e/f—I could not wiſh to gain 
«© Exemption from the ſharpeſt. earthly pain, 


By baniſhing each hope, his Love had won, 


« From the kind; duteous boſom of my Son! 


« But for their dearer ſakes who fall with me, 


Thou know'ſt, when Peace, and Plenty's jocund Powers 
“Hung their ripe qluſters round our blooming bowers, 
«© The joys that Love, not thoſe which Wealth impart, 


« Form'd the warm with for thee, that fill'd my heart; 


But now—Evucenio/ liſten |—could'ft- thou bear 
« Lovisa's breaſt this weight of woes ſhould ſhare ? ' 
« Would'ft thou the bloſſoms of her youth tranſplant 
« Into the blaſting ſoil of worldly Want ? F 
«© Whoſe pangs, tho' ne'er her ſoft complaints reveal, 
She will not therefore leſs ſeverely feel; 


« Since when a breaſt, far dearer than our own, 


cc Receives the. darts by that fell Demon thr own, 


« Faſt waſting health, and ſpirits broke, will prove, 


. F from extracted, they are barb'd by Love.” 


H | | Here 


How deep he felt the ſorrows he pourtray d; 
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Here ſighs, that ſeem'd to ſhake his frame, betray'd 


But yet,  tho' ſtill his heart with anguiſh bled, q 
Fail'd ſpeech recovering ſoon, again he ſaid, 


« Tt is not much my waining Life's remains 


Should ſhorten'd fink by Penury's cruel pains ; 
% Ah! rather could 1 bear their utmoſt ſtrife, 


% Than with to quench the torch that gilds thy Life, 
ee Sweet | Poſſibility i which yet appears, 


„ Borne on tht eventful flight of days, and years, | 


«© Whoſe chance propitious might each bar remove 


Or Induftry reſtore the joys of Love; 
« Tho' ſharp the conſciouſneſs, that BER LMO R's art 


e Muſt to my Fame the deadlieſt wound impart | 
« For oh! the Many, who their ruin owe . 1 


e T0 my raſh hopes unhappy overthrow, 


« Will, without ſcruple, think by fraud I won 
«© The confidence, which drew that ruin on. 12 


„ Hard to reſign, for ſuch opprobrious blame, 
“The honeſt triumph of a ſpotleſs name; 


« F'en 
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« F'en when the Heart dares to itſelf appeal 
From blind Injuſtice, and miſguided Zeal ! 
« Their torrent Reaſon ſtrives to ſtem in vain, 
Truth pleads to Air, if Prejudice arraign. 
« Her cenſures daily level with the Baſe- 
A thouſand names, no actual crimes diſprace ; 
Pull down the fame a Life of virtue built, 
And ſtamp Imprudence with the brand of Guilt. 
And yet, I would not aſk my Child to ſave 
« From Pains, that ſeem to rob of reſt the Grave, 
My hapleſs Spirit, at a price ſo great, | 

To ſhade perchance with deeper gloom his fate! 
ce But, oh! my lord EVEN from a woe, 
« Sharper, I truſt, than thou wilt ever know, 
« My Senſe recoils my Wife my deateſt Wife | 
« The ſweet Companion of my lengthen'd Life BY 


cc Thy Mother !—for whoſe peace; and health, my cares, 


My fond attention, my inceſſant prayers 

Lc The Day, and Night beheld — Oh! muſt I fee 
That dear One pine in helpleſs Poverty? | 

«© While pale, and trembling, ſinks the vital fame, | 

« Muſt her ſoft, delicate, and feeble Frame, 
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1 
8 Charity's donation, cold, and ſcant, 
«© Owe its exemption from extremeſt want? 
% Can I ſee this unable to obtain 
*© Thoſe common comforts the Laborious gain, 
© Conſcious, my own infatuated raſhneſs ſhed 
{© This bitter phial on her gentle head ? 


ce My Son !—my Son !''—Then, on my ſhoulder thrown, 


Heart-ſ\mote, and wan, he heav'd the bitter groan. 


Oh! while theſe arms their honour'd Burden preſt, 
As his ſunk cheek felt cold upon my breaſt, 
What words can paint the deep diſtreſs I bore, 
What Horror ſmote me, and what Anguiſh tore ? 


And could I ſee the Author of my birth 


Thus bend in woe the hoary head to Earth; 
Round: his weak Frame ſuch whelming anguiſh rage, 


Nor ſnatch. from the dread ſtorm his failing age, 
Becauſe my Hopes my Peace — perhaps my Life 
Were doom'd to periſh in the filial ſtrife? 


Impoſſible the ſofter Paſſions fly, 
Nor dare diſſolve great Nature's primal tie. 


40 Be 


L 3 1 
« Be comforted, my Father |—could thy Son, 
© Oh! could he live to ſee thee thus undone, 


e Endure the knowledge, that when Fortune gave 


The power to ſave thee, he refus'd to ſave? 
«The torturing ſelf-reproach muſt rend his brain, 
« And wake to phrenzy the remorſeful pain. 

« But O my Love |—yet pardon me |—1 go 

« Alone to ftem conflicting tides of woe 

© I go, to teach my Soul her arduous taſk, 

% And gain by prayer the fortitude I aſk !” 


So ſaying, to his couch my Sire I led, 
And ſmooth'd the pillow for his languid head. 
With ſofter tears his trembling eye-balls ſhone, 
And faltering accents ardent bleſt his Son. 


Then up the Mountain's ſteep, and craggy fide, 


With ſtep precipitate, I wildly ſtride; 

N ow ſtung with tortures of the laſt deſpair; 
Now ſunk. in grief; no- energiz d by prayer; 
Nor yet in vain th' heart rending efforts prove, 
Warm Duty riſes over bleeding Love! 
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The 


to + 
The ſtruggle paſt my peace — my freedom given | 

Thy anchor Hope, on ſhoreleſs oceans driven! 
What then to Juſtice, or to Love remain'd, 
But to reſtore the heart, my vows had gain d? 
- Wrench from Louis B's breaſt its cheriſh'd bane, 
And nobly the laſt facrifice ſuſtain? _ 
Renounce her pity, and inſpire her hate, 
In tenfold gloom, tho' it involve my fate? 
Teach her to think the Villain-baſeneſs mine, 
That bows the venal Heart at Fortune's ſhrine ? 
So might th' indignant ſenſe of barter'd Truth 
Quench the diſaſtrous Paſhon of her Youth ; 
Now doom'd to darken every Hope, that 28 
With ſhining promiſes, the riſing years! 
Had I the dread neceſſity explain'd, 
That with reſiſtleſs force my freedom chain'd ; 
Tore the ſweet bands, by virtuous Paſſion tied, 
And ftamp'd our Conſtancy with Paricide; 
Then had Louis a fortified my Soul, 
And urg d my ling ring ſtep to Duty's goal; 
Had given me back, with Pity's ſofteſt brow, 
ö Of Love ſo ruinous, the ill-ſtarr d vow; 


A ſelf- 


WE 

A felf-devoted Exile fled my arms, | 
But ſorrowing fled them, and reſign'd her charms 

' To fruitleſs Conſtancy, and fond Regret ; 

Ordain'd to mourn—unable to forget; 

That pine in Solitude the live-long Day, 

Feed on the heart, and ſteal the life away. 


Lovisa's pity. had my ſufferings foundyi ic! + 
Somewhat it ſure had balm'd th' emboſom'd wound j 
But ſince een her dear ſympathy was weak, | 
Of Fate's dread ſhaft, th' envenom'd point to break, 

I ftrove to avert the ſflow-confumitig pain; 
And for the conflict, arm'd her with diſdain ; 
That cruel conflict, which the Paſſions prove, 
E'er high-ſoul'd Scorn ſubdues a rooted Love. 


Still, to my Being's lateſt verge, be borne 
The dear, miſtaken Maid's unceaſing ſeorn 4 
Oh! be they borne in this utthappy breaſt; 
To the cold bed of its eternal reſt} 


Near 
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Near ſeems that reſt my wearied Life defires, 
Pain breaks her ſprings, and Sickneſs dims her fires, . 
And Hope, who comes in fable veſt array d, 
Points, with pale hand, to Death's eternal ſhade! 


But yet, —when paſt the expiatory doom, 
When Miſery's ſhafts lie broken on my tomb, 
Th' exploring gaze, ſweet E M M A, kindly bend 
on the dear boſom of thy beauteous Friend; 

If thou ſhalt mark, that cold contempt ſuſtains 

That ſeat of ſoftneſs from aſſaulting Pains; 

That no dim tears her cheek's warm roſes pale, 
No fighs of anguiſh ſwell the lonely gale, 

Whoſe murmurs o'er the graſs-green ſod ſhall riſe, 
Where, cold, and peaceful, loſt Evetnio lies, 
Then, that thou name me not, my Soul implores, 
Nor ſnatch the peace away Diſdain reſtores; 

The cruel change thy tenderneſs will fear, 
Of Pride's ſtern frown, for Pity's heart-wrung tear. 

Oh! ſhall one ſelfiſh wiſh her peace invade 
That Love ſo agoniz d may ſooth my ſhade ? 

| No, 
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No, Emma, no |—my Soul for her's ſhall wait, 
Till ſoft it paſs the everlaſting Gate 325 | 
From thoſe dear Eyes till Light Divine ſhall clear, 
The film, that mortal Chance had darken'd there; 


Fond Memory's deep reproach for aye remove, 


And pleading Seraphs reunite our Love! 


But Oh! ſhould Pity, with intruſive ſway, 
Range her ſad Images in dire array, 1 6 


4 


And to Lovisa's mental ſight diſcloſe "i 


2 


The bed of Death the agonizing throes; 

Oh! ſhould ſhe think ſhe ſees in ſtruggles riſe 
That breath, which wak'd for her the fondeſt fighs | ! 
Thoſe Eyes, whoſe ſoftneſs ſhall no more betray, 
Throw their laſt glances on the final day! 

In ſuch an hour, ſhould Scorn, and Anger prove 

Weak to diſpel the grief-awaken'd Love; 


Sortowing for him, who could her hopes deceive, 

Should ſhe, in bitterneſs of Spirit, grieve 

For Guilt, which, unextenuated, rears 

Barriers to laſt beyond this Vale of tears; 

Then, Emma, then, the ſad: events relate, 

That wove the fable texture of our fate. 
| e My 
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My dear Louis A- pardon him, who ſtrove 
By means, ſo ſeeming harſh, to quench thy Love 1 
Hard was the taſk, that kindneſs to reſign, 
Which my torn boſom could demand of thine ; 
Eſteem, that might have borne, eternal date, | 
Since placed, by Virtue, paſt the reach of Fate 
That bleſs'd compaſſion, my fad lot had won, 
A Wretch by Fortune, not by Crimes undone ; 5 
Theſe to renounce with my own hand to throw 
In her dark chalice added dregs of woe; 
To pierce my Soul with voluntary pains, 
A Suicide on Comfort's laſt remains, 
Was hard Hut generous Love the effort made, 
Thy quiet aſł d; I trembled—and obey d 

When to that purer World our Souls are borne, 

Where every veil from every breaſt is torn, 
My willing Spirit, in the Realms above, 11 
Shall meet the ſearching Eye of wounded Love; 
To thee Lovis 4 my paſt woes impart, 


31 


And hear thy Angel Voice ABSOLVE MY HEART. 
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END or THE SECOND EPISTLE. 
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WRITTEN THE DAY AFTER SHE HAD RECEIV'D FROM HER 
EUGENIO's EXCULPATING LETTER, | 


_ 
s 


vii e,, earth 
| Thou ſoft Hope, that once with luſtre gap; 

7 | Did'ſt gild the hours of Love's delicious day, 
What, tho' no more the lively joy remains, 1 
That traced thy light ſtep o'er theſe earthly plains, 
Yet, piercing now Deſpair's incumbent ſhroud, 

Soft Hope, thou lookeſt from yon parting; cloud ;\ 
And my lov'd EM a's hand the viſion ſhews,/ 
That ſmiles my ſtruggling Spirit. to repoſe 1 
Bright in Eucznio's vindicated truth, 
That viſion lights anew my drooping youth; 


7 1 2 For; 
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For, in perſpective beauteous, it diſplays 


A long eternity of bliſsful days; b 
Of all thoſe ſacred joys our Souls ſhall prove 
„When pleading Seraphs reunite our love.” 
; 1 5 1 


'Tis true, EUGEN10, thro' Life's thorny way, 

In far divided paths our ſteps ſhall ſtray; 

It is not given us, when rude blaſts aſſail, 
And pale- Misfortune breathes the bitter gale, 
It is not given, to temper, and aſſuage, 

Each for the other's breaſt, its cruel rage; 
Nor mutually to feel the cheering rays, 

When Health) and Joy inſpirit Summer-days. | 
Our little Barks, their flattering Port in view, 
Fate, on Life's billowy ſurge, aſunder threw ; 
Friend of my ſoul! we are not doom'd to gain 
The ſunny Iſle of that tempeſtuous Main; 
But O! thy Virtue, long imagin'd loſt, 
Has felt the wreck of no inſiduous coaſt ! 

The deep and troubled floods, it knew to brave 
It riſes buoyant on the ſtormy waves! 


Vain 
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Vain are thoſe Storms, by which its courſe is driven, 
4 Since ſure, tho' diſtant, is the port of Heaven. 
My dear EucGznto, the dread Voice will prove 
Indulgent to the frail exceſs of Love, 
Which to ſuch ſad extremes would blindly run, 
Laviſh of health, and ſickening at the Sun; 
Since, while an unaccuſing Conſcience threw 
Th' eternal portals open to my view, 
My Spirit ſunk, a prey to fond Deſpair, 
And coldly view'd that Heaven thou could'ſt not ſhare 3 ; 


Soil'd with its griefs thoſe amaranthine flowers, 
Inwove by Faith in bright Religion's bowers. 
Angel of Mercy | thou wilt gently breathe 
| Exhaling ſighs upon that ſullied wreath ; 

| And the dim ſtains of my impatient tears, 
Impaſſion'd yearnings, and deſponding fears, 
Shall vaniſh, as chill dews that Morning throws, 
By Summer Winds are waſted from the Roſe | 


O! how o' er- joy d my dazzled fight ſurvey d 
Theſe words, in Emma's characters pourtray d, 
He 
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The Wanderer came, with half her rights reſtor'd. 


A 1]: 


« He is not -guilty l' rapid from ny m_ 


They, in exulting iteration, ſprung. - 
«© Read, dear Lovisa, and acquit the IN 
<« That bears in all Sardis ſo . a Part. 


Think'ſt e "wor EMMa, FO benign command 


Met an unwilling eye, a tardy hand? 
Heaven! with what force theſe hands, theſe eyes, impell'd, 


Seize the known characters, ſo long with-held! 
While every letter, e er examin'd, wears 


Th' uninjur d magic of the vaniſh'd years ! 
Diſorder'd ſounds my lips pronounce, nor ſpare 


The uſeleſs queſtion to th unconſcious air. 
“ Does that dear hand yet trace Lov1sa's name? 
« Will it his Love, his Innocence proclaim ? 

« How may this be?—yet EMM ſays tis fo.” 


Then did Fread, and weep, and throb, and glow, 


Approve, abſolve, admire, and ſmile, and ſigh, 


Till penſive Peace ſhone mildly in my eye; 


Back with that loſt eſteem, my heart deplor'd, 
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So luckleſs CLAIAMONr's thorny path ſhe ſmooths; 


So his ſharp ſenſe of many an ill the dock 
One dear recover d. Hope his grief beguiles, 


And, midſt the wreck of all the reft, he ſmiles. 
E I A, thou knew'ſt him well; —the jocund Vouth, 


Ambition's Votary, yet of taintleſs truth.  _. 
Lur'd by the wealth the glowing Andes hide, 

He long'd to paſs the interpoſing tide. 
Remembrance ſees him on the 8ca-beach ſand, 

His fair CLARISs 4 weeping on his hand. 

With anxious ſmiles her varying cheek he dries, 4 
And talks oſ proſperous Winds, and favoring Skies. 
Clear was the Sky, and gentle were the Gales, 

And wide and waving ſtream' d the ſuowy Sails; 
While, toſſing the green ſea-weed o'er, and oer, 
Crept the huſh'd billow on the ſhelly ſhore g 

Soft as th' autumnal breeze among the ſheaves, } 2247495 
Or gently ruſtling in the fallen leaves; 

And rolling in blue Light the watery Way 

With froſted filver ſeem'd bedropt, and gay. 


* 


Impatient 
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Impatient CLaikMonrT led his penſive Bride, 
As ſlow ſhe ſcal'd the Veſſel's ſtately ſide. 
So ſmooth the Seas, the tall Bark ſeem'd to ſleep, 
While her gay Pennants ting'd the glaſſy Deep. 
Day after Day mild Breezes freſhen'd round, 
Till Skies alone the mighty Waters bound. 


But now, far diſtant from Britannia's ſhore, 
Round craggy Steeps where angry billows roar, 
Riſe the dark Winds !—and borne on flagging wing, 
| On the bent maſt the ſcreaming Fulmars cling |_ 
And ſoon the fury of the wildeſt Storm 
That could the vext and ſwelling Sea deform, 
| With Death's ſhrill voice, ſhricks in the rending ſhrouds, 
As whirls the dizzy Veſſel to the clouds ; 
Or prone ſhoots ſwiftly to the billowy vale, 
While the wet Seaman's altering cheek is pale. 


The whirling Ship the guiding Rudder mocks, 
It ſtrikes lit burſts upon the bylging Rocks! 
Unhappy CLAIAM ON, who had vainly tried 
In the toſs'd Boat to place his beauteous Bride, 


Sees, 
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Sees on the deck, pale, trembling, as ſhe ſtood, 
The ſudden Billow daſh her to the Flood; 
While on the riven plank himſelf convey' d, 
With only Life, beneath a ſtranger Shade, 
Wakes from the briny trance, and wakes to know, 


Of Fate's dark ſtores, the moſt accompliſn'd Woe 


His fair CLARISS4 lives l—on dufte unknown 


Before it Doubt, and Fear, and Anguiſh fly! 
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Borne by a friendly Sail, that now he ſtands 
A ruin'd Wanderer on bis native Lands, | 
Seems little; Love's ſeverer tortures reign 
With force deſpotic, and excluſive pain. 
This borne, 8 ah to- nocd and year to year, 
At length, unlook'd for tidings charm his ear; 


Wreck'd, like himſelf, unfriended and alone, 
By deſtiny ſevere, an hapleſs Slave, 

Pines on rude ſhores beyond th' Atlantic wave; 
Yet, that ſhe lives is ſo unhoped a joy 


She lives and Fate may aid the ardent ſtrife, 
And to his arms reſtore his long-loſt Wife! 
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in that dear hope pale Miſery's * _— 
And agony ſubſides . to 1 id nab 


80 I but ne ese lde il langere 10 
How full the pardon of Lovis 's heart! 
O! let him not repent he wrung her Mind 
With fruitleſs woes, fo generouſly deſign d; 


Since, tho they fail'd her freedom to reſtore, 
Had ſhe not long been deftin'd to deplore + 
His Mind, as cruel, venal, falſe, and vain—- 


O but for that the Soul-diſtracting pain, 


Whoſe unexpected flight makes other grief 


Sink in the ſoftneſs of that bleſt relief, 


| Her Spirit ne er, as now, had riſen above 


The poignant woes of diſappointed Love; 
Of that diſunion here, ſtern Fate commands, 


Who throws her edits with ſuch ruthleſs hands | 


But greater Hs: remov'd, the:-leſs remain 


Shorn of their pointed Rings, and loft their bane. 


Say, in Lovisa's breaſt no longer glow 
The inward fires of life-confuming Woe; 
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Diſtant 
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Diſtant alike from Pain's incumbent gloom, | 
And ſprightly Pleafure's gaily-kindling bloom, 
The vital Powers effuſe a ſofter flame, 
And with ſerener beams pervade her Frame. 
oO bid him livel—live, to fulfil each part © 
That makes ſuch awful elaims upon bis heart; 
And as an Hyſband, as a Father, prove 
Virtuous, and great, as in his filial ore! 


I too ſhall liye l-—+Health's warmer currents break, | 
' Yet unconfirm'd, upon my faded cheek, 7 
Laſt Night their honied des prolong d my ceſt. 
As ſoft they ſprung within my .cheriſh'd hreaſt. 
O Night | the firſt exempt from wildeſt throes 
Of fever'd Pain, that chas'd the ſhort repoſe, - 

Since my Epgenio's ſeeming coldneſs ſtroye, 
Alas | how much in vain! to quench my Loy. 
Ves, I ſhall live to ęxpiate by a Mind 1 
Bow d to its fate, and Sheerfully reſign d. 
The dangerous raſhneſ, which my peace had throws, 

On human change, and erer net my on. 


K 2 Here, 
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Here, to my favorite bower, at riſing Day, 


With tranquil ſtep, I bent my purpos'd way; 
For here I firſt beheld. the graceful Youth, 
And here he promis'd everlaſting truth; 
And here to thee, my Friend, I uſed to grieve, 1 
when Life could charm no more, nor ws deceive ; 
And here, my long afflicted Spirit, freed 
From that barb'd ſhaft, on which it wont to bleed, 
Now bids its ſoften'd feelings gently flow, 
| To. her, who draws the deadly ſting of Woe. 


Once more theſe eyes, with ſmiles of pleaſure hail 
The vernal beauties of my native Vale; 


The plenteous dews, that in the early ray 

Gem the light leaf, and tremble on the ſpray; 
The freſh cool gales, that undulating paſs,, 
With ſhadowy ſweep, along the bending graſs.— 
Now throw the ſhrubs and trees the lengthen'd ſhade 
On the ſmooth/ turf diſtin&!—and now they fade, 
As ſinks the gun, behind a cloud withdrawn, 
That late unveil'd ſhone yellow on the lawn. 


Soft 


His flow ſteps falter as they hither Lone 
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| Soft o'er the Vale, from this my favorite ſeat, 


Serene I mark the vagrant. beauties fleet; 


In different lights the changing features. trace, 


Catch the bright form, and paint the ſhadowy grace. 
Where the light Aſh, and browner Oak extend, 


And high in Air their mingled branches bend, 
The moſſy bank, beneath their trembling bowers, 
Ariſes, fragrant with uncultur'd flowers, 

That ſtoop the ſweet head o'er the latent ſpring, 
And bear the pendant Bees, that humming cling. 


Juſt gleams the Fount—for, curving o'er its brink, 


The lengthen'd graſs the ſhining Waters drink ; 


Their green arms half its glaſſy beauties. hide, 


As from beneath them ſteals the wandering tide, . a 


And down the Valley careleſs winds away, 


While in its ſtreams the glancing Sun-beams play. 


But where the Greenwood- hill, with arching | ſhade, | 
Opes the light Viſta up the winding Glade, 


I ſee a venerable. Form deſcend; 


Soft 
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Soft lifts the breeze the locks of filver grey, 
And gentleſt meanings his mild looks convey ! 
Stranger, whoe'er thou art, thy faded face 
And bending form have many a touching grace. 


He flops =I haſten to explore the cauſe 
Of that fix d gaze of that impaſſion'd pauſe | 


END OF THE THIRD EPISTLE, 


NOTE, UPON reading this third Epiſtle to a Friend, he obſerved, that 
perhaps a compariſon of LOS A's own fituation with the harder fate of her Lover, 
and her tender pity for the inevitable miſeries of ſuch a union, might have been accept- 
able in the place of the epiſode of C14 M0 T, and the deſcription of the bower ; 
but it ſhould be conſidered, that Lobus A wrote under the immediate impreſſion of 
her extacy 4@ find E ucizs10 guiltleſe ; that her Mind was not ſoberid enough far 
reflection. To have inveſtigated the unhappy lot of her Lover muſt have been a melan- 
choly employment. Eaſed of an oppreſſive weight of miſery, her exhilarated ſpirits admit 
not, ſo early, any painful ideas. She does not diſcriminate, ſhe 4elicitates her 
Her ſympathy in the fate of her Friends grows more lively—ſhe recollects the Aalllden 


of CLA1iRMONT—Joy is naturally loquacious, and ſhe is gratified in relating his 


ſtory to her E M MA. She awakens with new vivacity to the impreſſions of pleaſure, 
which her 'Mind -was acouſtomed to receive from ſceaic abjects. The propenſity to dwell 
on them prevailed even in the hours of her unhappineſs. It is an habit which compares 
and affimilates the ſmiling, or the gloomy views of Nature to the internal feplipgs, and 
is common to people of a lively imagination, In the exultation of her Heart to find her 

Lover yet eſtimable, Lo u is A ſpeeds to the hower, ſo impreſs's with his image. Its 


beauties ſtrike her more forcibly my oo, od t in this wy of cre 1 menen feels 
delight in painting them = 
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FOURTH EPISTLE. 
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'$ 5 my loy'd Euma,. I haye much to tell. 
Since laſt I ſent thee an abrupt faxewel;. 

But be the chain of thoſe events regain d., 7-6 
That led my ſteps, where awful Horrors reign'd, 5 1 
And thro' their gloom, the light of Jay reyeal'd, FE ont 
By Fate's eelipſing hand ſo long conceal d, be wot 209 4 


Riſing impatient | from the molly ſeat, 6319; £3159) 
With aſking eyes, the ſtranger Gueſt 1 meet; 22 7 7 4. 
| : He 


AtioNs 
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He claſps my hand —0Oh! in that look benign, 
What rays of love, and angel - pity ſhine 


Sweet cordial confidence my boſom cheers, 


Yet thrilling ſtart the ſoft ſpontaneous tears. 
A f \ . 7 7 1 ES 
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© What chance, or generous impulſe, may I bleſs, 
© Thrice gentle Stranger, for this kind addreſs ; 
I | © That thus thou viſiteſt this lonely Grove, 
= i: © And gazeſt. on me with paternal love?” 


WL Ahl - ſweet Lovis,“ the mild Form replies, 
His words flow mingling with the riſing ſighs, 
<c Behold in me, 'the ſource of all the woes, 
«© That paled on thy fair cheek the early roſe! 
Rut thou art generous, and wilt kindly ſhed | 
« Forgiveneſs on ERNESToO's aged head; err Ia 4 | | 


« Yes, thou wilt much allow to ſad extremes, 
For round thee, as a Light, 9 beams l“ 


With ent d * my beating heart expands; ; 
Ky ſwifter tears fall copious on his hands; 


My 
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My trembling knes';ovoluatary thendls, 1 !. 
For deepeſt reverence with my tranſport blends. 


© O Heaven! art thou that Being, ſo rever d, 
© In happier days to my charm'd Soul endear d? 
Which oft, unconſcious of thy Form, ſurvey'd 
Thy worth, by filial tenderneſs diſplay'd. 
© All, all is known Ino ſelfiſh murmurs riſe, 
© Nor groans arraign the mandate of the ſkies; 
© Nobly EVENT their high call obey'd !— 
© Oh! what a Wretch were I, ſhould I upbraid, 
_ © Becauſe th' exalted Youth, whoſe heart I won, 
© Deſerves the bleſſing, to be born thy Son |. 
Some vagrant drops may fall, ſome rebel ſighs, | 
© Perchance, to our divided Loves ariſe ; | 
But vaniſh'd now is Miſery's ruthleſs ſmart, . 
© Tho” ſad, not wretched, my devoted Heart; 
© And oh! fince poor Lovuisa thus obtains 
© Thy generous love, thy ſoothing pity gains, 
On them each fond regret ſhall fink to reſt, 
Nor Memory whiſper, how ſhe once was bleſt. 


1 | | cc Honor'd 
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« Honor'd Lovisa! fair angelic Maid, 
« With every bleſſing be thy worth repaid ! 
« But Time flies rapidly - the leaſt delay 
III ſuits th' important meſſage I convey 3 


„An hapleſs Penitent adjures thee fly, 


© To pardon, and receive her dying ſigh; 
“OO come with me, Lovisal—at thy gates, 


„Lo! in the Glen, th' expecting chariot waits!“ 


Silent—aftoniſh'd—trembling—faint—and pale, 


My hurried ſtep he haften'd to the Vale; 


And ſoon, as ſeated by his fide I rode, 
Thus, from his lip, Emiza's ſtory flow'd. 


© When to the Altar my. unhappy Son 
© Led the gay Bride, whom all unſought he won, 
© Penſive his eye, and ſerious was his air; 
© Tho', with attentive, and reſpectful care, 
He ftrove to hide the ſorrows of his Soul, 
But could not oft their burſting figh oontroul, 
c Bright, and adorn 'd, as came the born Maid, 
c In my laviſh elegance array 'd. 


© Yet 


E 
© Yet oft I ſaw, that inauſpicious Morn, 
© From ſmother'd conſciouſneſs, the tranſient ſcorn 
© Caſt lurid flame at times, amid the joy 
That glow'd voluptuous in her ardent eye, 
When ſhe perceiv d, no ray of fond deſire 
Met her warm glance, or authoris'd its fire; 
© Saw deep- felt anguiſh in her Bridegroom prove 
© The power ſupreme of violated Love; : 
And oft his notice, courteous, yet conſtrain d, 
* Eager ſhe ſought . receiving it, diſdain'd ; 


And ſtill each day increas'd the vain chagrin, 


And waked new ſallies of malicious ſpleen ; 

© The penſive homage of a wounded Mind, | 

© Tho' grateful, ſad, and, without ardor, kind, 
© Seem'd to reproach thoſe eyes, as powerleſs grown, 


Whoſe glance, ſhe deem'd, might make the World her own. 


© Unjuſt Emiza! that could'ſt hope to gain 
: Love's glowing homage from an Heart ; in pain; | 
Thou ſhould'ſt have ſooth'd th“ involuntary ſmart, 
„And with his friendſhip ſatisfied thy heart; 
| | L 2 Thus 
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© Thus ſweet, and gentle, thou had'ſt quickly won 
That grateful tribute from my generous Son ; 
© But well he knew, thy vain ill-govern'd Mind, 


© Nor ſoft compaſſion: knew, nor love refined; 

go unregretful ſaw thy waſted hours 

© Relign'd to Diſſipation's reſtleſs powers ; 
© Yet wiſh'd thoſe powers a kind relief might prove 

© To the pain'd ſenſe of diſappointed Love ; 

© And ſometimes hoped, the ſtrong. maternal claims 

Might lead her light defires to ſofter aims, 

When a ſweet Cherub-Daughter bleſt her arms, 

© Whoſe features promis'd all her Mother's charms ; 
gut no maternal tenderneſs ſhe ſhares, 


© The gay Emiza ſcorns its gentle cares. 


And when to Pleaſures, frivolous and vain, jk 

© He ſaw ſucceed, a mad licentious train; 

Play, ruinouſly high, and dark Intrigue 

« Prompt the wild wiſh, and form the baneful league, 
© How oft has he adjur'd her to reflect, | 
What priceleſs peace her wild purſuits neglect | 


© On 
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On me propitious Heaven the power beſtow'd ' 
Jo cancel the vaſt debt my fortunes ow'd - 

© To proud Emira,—for my lucky Sails 
© Return'd, rich freighted, from Hiſpania's vales ; 
© Thoſe Sails, whoſe venture raſh, and long delay, 

© With all a Bankrupt's miſery croſs d my way. 
Now many a ſmiling Chance combined to raiſe, 
Above the level of my faireſt days, 

That Wealth, whoſe dreadful and impending fall 

© In one wide ruin had involv'd us all, 

But that EMuIRA, in that fateful hour, 

© Snatch'd my devoted credit from its power; 
And duteous, noble, dear EuctNio' ſtood, 

© A youthful Victim to his Father's: good. 

© Yet when I ſaw, that mean unfeeling Pride 

© Rul'd the vain boſom of the worthleſs Bride, 
My Soul rejoic'd, with intereſt to repay ' ' 

© The heavy debt of that diſaſtrous day; 

« For what idea can more painful riſe, 


© Than much to owe, where owing we deſpiſe >. 


One 
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15 one ſcene, alas! my heart can ne er forget, 


Nor Memory paint it without keen regret 


That in the female breaſt, ſo form'd to prove 


The ſweet reſinements of maternal Love, 


© Diſdain, and guilty Pleaſure, ſhould controul, 
And to its yearnings indurate the Soul. 


© Conſummate from her toiletteꝰs anxious taſk, 


E MIA A, haſtening to the midnight Maſk, . 


h' Apartment enter d, where EU ENTO flood, 


© And near me lean' d, in deeply muſing mood. 


My folding arms their roſy Infant preſt 


© To the fond throbbings of a Grandfire's breaſt, 


_ © She, with the tones of petulant reproach, 


© And neck averted, call'd her tardy coach. 


J mark'd Evornio's diſapproving figh, - 


As the licentious veſtment caught his eye; 


© The lofty turban, from whoſe ſurface rais d, 
© Glitter'd the filver plume, the diamond blaz d; 
© The ſnowy veil, in ſoft diſorder thrown, 


The boſom, rifing from the looſen'd zone, 
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And limbs, * golden 0 ill . | 
* Whoſe clinging folds their perfect form reveal'd. 
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© With heart-felt pain the injur'd Huſband faw 
* The Fair thus ſcorn Decorum's guardian law ; 
* Saw all that decent dreſs, that modeſt pride, 
© «© Which doubles ev'ry charm it ſeeks to hide,” 
Once the bright Dame of Britain's lovelieſt boaſt, 
© In the Seraglio's wanton Inmate loſt ! | 


- — 
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« Seizing her ſtruggling hand EvczNntio tries 
To warn the fair Devoted, e'er ſhe flies, | 


Where Infamy in ſilent ambuſh ſtrays | © 
* Amidſt 1 antic e the E blase, | 4 | 
„„ akin be id, a wedded . 1ti%; 9 


« Lights the looſe Profligate's diſgraceful flame? 

« If 'gainſt an Huſband's claim thy heart is ſear d, 

cc By Heaven «<ftabliſh'd, and by Man reurred, 
« To that, if thy high Spirit ſcoras to bend, 
« Yet, O Exiral hear me as thy Friend! 


as . 
- | « Snatch 
* 
\ 
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„ Snatch thy bright youth, and all its countleſs charms, 


e From a dread ambuſh of o'er-whelming harms, 
© Whoſe Demon-tribe, ſome evils ſhall impart, 

« To reach and wring the moſt obdurate heart! 
«© How will that haughty, that aſpiring Mind, 
Which claims th' inceſſant homage of Mankind; 
c Sees to thoſe Graces, flattering Crouds avow, 
Proud Rank unbend, and rival Beauty bow; 

« How will it bear to change this ſoft reſpect, 

&« For ſtudied inſolence, and rude neglect? 

e The nod familiar of the Coxcomb Throng "it 

© Thy name the theme of their laſcivious ſong; 

« And from the high-bred Dames, that now excite, 
« And ſhare the · revels of thy dangerous night, 
«© Who, when Detection's livid ſpots ariſe, 

cc Will ſtudious ſhun, affecting to deſpiſe; ! || 


40 Canſt thou th' unbending knee's cold inſult bear, 
„Their ſmile of malice, and their vacant ſtare ? 


« Shafts, which wrong'd Virtue only can ſuſtain, 
« And riſe ſuperior to th' unjuſt diſdain.” 
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© Thus 


E * 


Thus while he pour'd, to check this raſh career, 


© The ſtartling queſtions: on her wounded: ear, 

* Frowning ſhe ſtrove to diſengage her hand, 

© And fly the juſt reproach, the firm demand ; 

© While ſullen brows, and flaſhes of diſdain, 

© Too plainly prov'd the awful challenge vain. 
Then ſtriving, from a ſofter cauſe, to impart 

© The virtuous wiſh to her miſguided heart, 

A Father's fondneſs melting in his look, 

From my embrace the ſmiling Babe he took; 

© Exclaiming, as in all its touching charms 


© He gave it to her half-unwilling arms; 


15 Alas | EmMiRa, ſhall this Infant dive 
To feel the grief that conſciouſneſs muſt give, 
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« When a diſhonour'd Mother's deep diſgrace 
cc Pours the pain'd crimſon. o'er the youthful face? 
< Or, loſt to Virtue, thy example plead 

<« For the light manners, the licentious deed? 


ce Forbid it Heaven O ſmile my Child, and lure, {a2 


© To the maternal tranſports, ſoft, and pure, 
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« That lovely boſom let thy opening bloom 


«© Charm my Emira, c'er ſhe'yet conſume, - 


{© In guilty Pleaſure's falſe and baneful flames,” 


„A Wife's fair faith—a Mother's tender claims! | 


« Oh! may ſhe bid thee live to breathe: her name 


«© Without the pauſe of fear, the bluſh of ſhame! | | 


© She figh'd, and claſp'd the Infant to her breaſt, 
And milder looks the yielding Heart confeſs dj 
© Then, as its eyes to her's are rais d the while 
With all the pathos of th' unconſcious ſmile, 
Two cryſtal drops, that Nature's influence ſpeak, 
© Steal from her lids, and wander down her cheek ; 
c Thoſe ſtranger tears, by that ſweet thrill beguil'd, 
© Fall on the forehead of her beauteous Child. 
© Pleas'd the maternal | tribute to ſurvey, 
EuGEN IO kiſs'd the lucid drops away. 
* Earneſt on him the Fair-One's moiſten'd eyes 
Turn |—and ſome rays benign of ſoft ſurpriſe 


Meet his kind gaze but ah | the tranſient dawn 


Of virtuous feeling, inftant is withdrawn; 


And 


E 
And thoſe mild beams, that Beauty beſt adorn, 
© Sink in the clouds of recollected Scorn. 


© Her arms extending, with imperious air, 
The ſmiling Babe again to my fond care 

© Coldly ſhe gives ; — and giving it exclaims,” 
2 Go little Wretch !—of tender mutual flames 
ee Thou wert not born !—then why ſhould I embrace, 
« And live for "—_ | nn birth is a e "i 


© Now to " Huſband, with contemptuous miles, 

she bends—and thus his guardian- care reviles. 
— Lovisa's Lover has a right to claim 

«© The ſtern protection of EMiRa's fame 

«© Whoſe wealth, whoſe rank, whoſe youth, and far-famed 

So madly given to thy inſenſate arm, ſcharms, 

« Are weak to chace the deſpicable pains, | 

© That load thy heart, and ice thy torpid veins; 

«© F'en now my Soul that mean regret eſpies 

* Pale on thy cheek, and languid in thine eyes | 
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For me, thy needleſs apprehenſion ſpare ! 


«© My peace, my fame, abjure Eucsnio' s care! 


„And in my boſom female Pride ſhall prove 
«© An happier guard, than my weak, waſted-love ! 
Farewell Inſenſible enjoy thy grief! 

geek in inglorious ſhades, and fighs, relief 
For the hard doom relentleſs Fate ordain'd, 
« Thy ſplendid fortunes to EM IRA's chain dl 
© She goes to join, too great of Soul to mourn, 
© The Circles ſhe was deſtin'd to adorn, 
„Till, ſeizing on her, heart with demon-hold, 
&« Paſſion inſane that Deſtiny controul' d!“ 


And thus the Fair, that one ſhort minute ſaw vs 
© Obey the ſacred force of Nature's law; 
© Now to its dictates more obdurate grown, 


To Danger's paths with double zeſt is flown. 


Then to the ſameneſs of the Opera Throng, 
Where vocal tricks ſuſtain th' inſipid ſong ; 
Where, round the Dancer, echoing plaudits ſound, 
At each indecent and diſtorted bound, 


Each 
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6 Rack odious geſture that uſurps the place 


le. « Of eaſy Elegance and genuine Grace; 
© To the pain'd hope, the ſecret dread preſage, 
© Th' ignoble triumph, and the ſmother'd rage 
© Of fatal Play ;—the Ball's fatiguing taſk, 
And the looſe revel of the wanton maſk ; 
© To theſe ſucceed, th' appointed guilty hour, 
© That veſts the Libertine with boundleſs power; 
6 * Whoſe darling hope conſiſts not in the joy 
© He ſcarce has wiſh'd, and that ſhall inſtant cloy, 
© But in the triumph his mean pride has won, 
© When, public as the Air, and Noon-day Sun, 
The dup'd unhappy Fair-One's crimes ſhall throw 
© New fancied glories round the Boaſter's brow. 


© Behold E MIRA, loſt to faith, and ſhame; 
* Quench the. laſt ſpark of her long faded fame 
© For him, whoſe gay attentions to ſecure, 
© Raſh Beauty ſpreads the ſelf- enſnaring lore; | 
© That haughty Lord, licentious, falſe, and vain, | 
„ * Whoſe groveling heart, nor rank, nor charms obtain; 


(A ſwarthy 
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© A ſwarthy Opera Dancer triumphs there, 
© And foils th' attractions of the high-born Fair; 
For her he wears the abjeR, laſting chains; 
To her; of Faſhion's drudgery complains, 
When in feign'd tranſports veiling cold diſtaſte, 

© With dames of Quality his moments waſte; 
© Waſte, to ſupport his conſequence, and prove 
His ſway. reſiſtleſs in the realms of Love; 
© While by her venal arts himſelf enſlaved, 
poor from her ſquandering, by her humors braved, 
He hugs the Bonds, round which, to grace their power, 
© Nor Youth, nor Beauty twine one blooming flower. 


© On him Ex1za her unvalued charms, 
© Scarce aſk'd, beſtows, to wake the wiſh'd alarms 
of Siſter-Beauties, and enjoy their pain, 
| © Their dangerous ſpleen, and rivalry inſane. 


© Too well the haughty Dames avenge the ſmart 
Her ſhort-liv'd triumph coſt their ſwelling heart, 
As her falſe Lover, with abandon'd pride, 
*\ Reveals the guilt, which Honor-bids him hide! 


Nor 


© Nor tamely had an injur'd Huſband bake 
© Of her connubial faith this laviſh ſcorn, | 
© But that his own remembered coldneſs brought 
some palliation to his generous thought 
For guilty Beauty, in theſe ſenſual times, 
Where foreign faſhions lead to foreign crimes 3 
Then, that her wealth, when Fortune's ſtorm aroſe, 
© Saved his loved Parents from 'impending woes! 
© Oh! 'twas a thought that would no mark allow 
© Of juſt reſentment for her broken row, 
1 Save, that he leaves the violated bed, 
Where Peace no gentle poppy e er bad ed. 
And ſtudiouſly each day avoids the Dame, 
* Who ſtains his honor with her bleeding fame. + 


© By Duty urged, by Friendſhip warned in vain, 
© As gay Emiga drives with looſened rein, | 
Proud Diſſipation's wearying labyrinths prove 
The bane of Health, as the diſgrace of Love, 
Midſt the light Throngs, that croud the gariſh Mart, 
© Conſuming Fever ae her ber tore. 5 


Deep 


ek ht 
Deep in EMI As breaft behold: it ſtand, 
© And Life's warm current ſhrink beneath the Brand! 


£ Tis now ſhe wakens to the painful ſenſe 
Of deep contrition for her paſt offence; 
And now, alas | her dying eyes ſurvey 
© The Form of guilty Pleaſure paſs away ; 
Drop the gay maſk, and throw the ghaſtly ſmile 
Back on the baffled Victim of her guile. 


Fapleſs EM IRA on her dying bed 
© Shrinks from the Phantom with convulſive dread ; {OS 
© While Conſcience rous'd, her former guilt recalls, 
And with EUGEN TO 's wrongs her heart appals, 7 
© Unfelt till this ſad hour, the ſtrong controul 
Of genuine fondneſs ruſhes on her Soul ! 
But with her native violence it reigns, 
Aids the Diſeaſe, and ſtimulates its pains. 

Her Huſband's name, in tones of ſtrange affright, 
Eager ſhe breathes, nor bears him from her fight. 
© In vain her calmneſs gently he intreats, , 
© The generous pardon vainly he repeats ; 


© For, 
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For, ſtarting from her couch, ſhe ſtill demands 
Pardon afreſh, and wildly wrings his hands. 
'© You too, Lovisa, ſhe invokes, to fign | 

© Her paſſport bleſt to Mercy's healing ſhrine. 

« O dear ExnzsTo,” the ſhrill accents cry, 

« If you have pity, to Louis à fly; | 

Sweet, injur'd Excellence] would ſhe impart 

© Her pardon to this ſelf-accuſing Heart, 

«© *Twould cheer my Spirit, hov'ring on its flight 
« To the dark confines of ETERNAL NIGHT.” 


© She ſaid and dear Lovisa will beſto w 
© Th' adjur'd forgiveneſs on repentant woe; 
Will feel its ſufferings all her wrongs atone, 
© And in EMIRA's pangs forget her own. 


ExNnzsTo ceas'd—for Pity's throbs oppreſs d 
With tender force his venerable breaſt. 


Thro' the remaining way our mutual fighs, 
From awe-ſtruck thought, in ſolemn filence riſe. 


8 | Shuddering 
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[88 ] 
Shuddering i we now draw near the hobſe of Death, 

And find yet ſtays the intermitting breaen. 
What agitated dread my boſom tears 
When pauſing we aſcend the ſilent ſtairs 
As we approach the ſlowly opening door A 0b 0 

As my pain' d Senſes, horror-chill'd; etplore 71+ x A Fic 

The dim Apartment, where the leſſen'd light 

Gives the pale Sufferer to my fearful heft 1 

The matchleſs grace of that conſummate Frame 
Withering beneath the Fever's ſcorching flame. 
Outſtrech'd and wan, with laboring breath ſhe lies, 

Cloſing in palfied lids her quivering eyes. | 
Euczn1o's hand lock'd in her claſping hands, ö 

As huſh'd and mournful by her couch he ſtands [— . 

Horror, and Pity mingled” traces flung,: i; ,,, 
Which o'er his Form, like wintry ſhadows, hung ; 

Yet, on my entrance in that dreary Room, 

A gleam of Joy darts thro their awful gloom 1 

Oh] what a moment my EE NOS face 

Alas !—how faded its once glowing | grace! 

Paſt hours of woe on his pale cheek I read, LL 
In eyes whoſe beams, like waining ſtars, recede ! 


Faintly 


E 
Faintly the ſound of that known voice I hear, 

«© Oh my Lovisal!” ſcarce it meets my ear, 
Leſt the imperfe& flumber ſhould be found | 41 - 
Chas'd by the check'd involuntary ſound.” 
But clear the ſenſes of the Dying ſeem, . 
Like the expiring taper's flaſhing beam. 
Scarce audibly tho”: breath'd, L ours 's name 
EMulR A hears, and her enfeebled Frame, | 
With ſudden powerleſs effort, ſtrives to raiſe ;/ 
But, ſinking back, her eyes, in eager gaze, 
Are fix'd on mine, —what anguiſh in their beams! _ 
O conſcious Guilt | how dreadful thy extremes | 
The chill numb hands, whence deadly dews had broke, 
Snatch'd from her Lord's, when ſtarting ſhe awoke, 
| Now, as they ſeem unable to extend, 

Softly I take, as o'er her couch I bend; 
she turns away, oppreſt by thought ſevere, 
And ſteeps her pillow in the bitter tear. 


Alas! be calm | be comforted! I cried, 
«© Do you too parden ?””—ſhrilly ſhe replied, 
— e 


Lo ] 
| Bending again. on me that burning ray, 


Whoſe heat no contrite waters could allay. 

« Then, dear Louis a, peaceful ſhall I die, 

Since hallow'd thus my laſt—remorſeful figh ; 

« But Oh! 'tis dread—when Memory diſplays 
The guilt-ſtain'd retroſpe& of vaniſh'd days! 

40 The ſecret—ſelfiſh joy which hail'd the blow, 


« That laid ExnzsTo's proſperous fortunes low ; 


ce Sever'd thoſe hands—whoſe glowing hearts were join d, 
The ſacred union of the kindred Mind. 


* 


Heaven reunites them land the Wretch removes, 
«© That impious roſe between their plighted Loves; 

Who not content to blaſt their ſweet increaſe, 

« And arm—EvuczN1o's Virtue—'gainſt his Peace, 
&« Added” But now, from feebleneſs, or ſhame, 


A deadly faintneſs fickens thro' her Frame. | : 


Reviving ſhortly— I would fain,” ſhe cries, 

« Fer everlaſting darkneſs cloſe theſe eyes, 

&« Intreat of that kind Spirit—ſweet, and mild, 

« Its future—generous_ goodneſs—to my Child, 

Love her, Louis a—love her—I implore, 

«© When loſt E 1k a—wounds thy peace no more | . 
1 « Oh! 


| ( £ 
« Oh! gently foſter in her opening Youth, 
The ſeeds of Virtue—Honor—Faith—and Truth, 
For thy Eucex1o0's fake !—who gave her birth, 
«© And gave—I truſt—the temper of his worth 


“And when—on his lov'd knees—my Infant climbs, 


« Adjure him to forget her Mother's crimes |! 

ce I know thou wilt AI feel thy heart expand, E 
In the dear preſſure —of that gentle hand. 
O ye wrong'd pair! in the laſt awful Morn, 
When my ſtain'd Soul at the eternal Bourn 

« Shall trembling ſtand—her final doom to hear, 

© She leſs ſhall dread—to meet the injur'd there 
«© Congenial Mercy—ſhe may hope to prove, 


« From the offended Powers—of Truth and Love * 


While yet theſe interrupted accents hung, 
Faint on the rigid lip, and faltering tongue, 
The ſtiffening ſpaſm, the ſuffocating breath, 
Gave dread preſage of near approaching Death.— 
Now roll the eyes in fierce and reſtleſs gaze 


Now on their wildneſs ſteals the ghaſtly glaze | 


Till 


; . 

Till o'er her Form the ſhadowy: horrors ſpread 10 

The dim ſuffufion that involves the DEAD. 
Thus Wealth, and Rank, and all their W „ran 

The Proud that madden, and enſnare the Vain; 

Youth's frolic grace; and Beauty's radiant bloom, 

Sink, in the dreary filence of the Tomb; 

But oh!] rejoice with me, that Hope's bleſt beam 

Threw o'er the dark Por one ee gleam 1. (2 * 
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For thy Louis A— Words can ill impart 


* 
— 


How dear the comforts eddying round her heart! 
How ſoft the Joy, by Sorrow's ſhading hand 
Touch'd into charms more exquiſitely bland ! 

Or paint Evcznio's tranſports as they riſe, 

More ſweet for generous Pity's mingled ſighs; 
Sweet above all, from the exulting pride 

Of ſelf-approving Virtue, ſtrongly tried. 
Applauding CONSCIENCE, yes | to thee tis given, 
To inſpire a Joy, that antedates our Heaven“! 
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Thus, on Moriah's conſecrated height, 
Flow'd the obedient Patriarch's fond delight, 
When o'er the filial breaſt, his faith to ſeal, 
On high had gleam'd the ſacrificing Steel; 
Thus flow'd, when at the Voice, divinely mild, 
His raptured hands unbound his only Child ! 


O come, my Emmal—yet thou ne'er haſt ſeen 
Embodied Virtue in EucGzNnio's Mein; 


Grace, grandeur, truth, and tenderneſs combin'd, 


The liberal effluence of the poliſh'd Mind | 
And for more generous pleaſures than we prove, 
The bliſs ſurveying of the Friends we love, 
Sure we muſt wait, till Angels ſhall impart 
Their own perfection to th* expanded Heart! 


Haſte then to ſhare our bleſſings, as they glow 


Thro' the receding ſhades of heavieſt woe 


As Spring's fair Morn, with calm, and dewy light, g 


Breaks thro' the weary, long, and ſtormy Night, 
So now, as thro' the Vale of Life we ſtray, 


The STAR of JOY relumes, and leads us on our way | 
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